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PN E F A Fel E. 1 
USIC 3 have ee of 
| the moſt ancient arts; and, of all 
others, vocal muſic muſt undoubtedly 
have been the firſt kind. Plutarch 


aſcribes the firſt invention of muſic to 
the god Apollo. It has always been 
in great eſteem among all nations, not 


only for the innocent entertainment it 
affords, but for the powerful effects and 
agreeable influences it has over the 
mind ; it raiſes a variety of ſublime 
pleaſures ; it pacifies wrath,” calms the 


paſſions, and fills the mind with a lose 
of virtuous actions. The favourable 


reception of the firſt edition of this 


book, and the frequent demands for ir, 
fince it became ſcarce, encouraged the 
Editors to offer the preſent Collection, 


greatly enlarged, and adapted to every 


Ipecies of fingers. The Editors have 


had recourſe to moſt of the ſong- books 
- publiſhed in the three kingdoms. Such 
A the old ſongs as have firmly ſtood 


a4 


the teſt of approbation are retained, | 
while thoſe that would rank better in 
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a collection of poems are entirely ex- 
punged. Beſides a vaſt number of mo- 
dern ſongs of real merit, inſerted in this 


Collection, will be found the new ſongs 


ſung at the Public Gardens ſince the 
firſt publication; likewiſe a few favour- 
ite cantatas, catches and glees; to which 
is added a number of original toaſts and 
ſentiments not to be met with in any 


other bodk. As there have been fre- 
quent complaints, that publications 


of this kind often abound with ri- 
baldry and indecency, the greateſt ag 


has been paid in ſelecting, totally 

_ - exclude every thing that would A 
the ſmalleſt tendency to corrupt the 

morals ar- offend the ear of the moſt 

delicate reader. 

Hoy far the Editors endeavours have 
hom ſucceſsful, in rendering this Col- 
Jection an agreeable companion to the 
ſocial mind, they mult leave to the de- 
yermination ot the e 
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\ 8 Damon and Phillis were feeding their br, 10 


Þy the ee f at the ot of ail, 120 


1311 


137 


1409 
151. 3 


Aſk you who is ſinging here, 40. 

All hail to the day that merits more praiſe, 4 

At the brow of the hill a fair ſhepherdeſs Ge! 48 - 
As how my bloom comes on apace,  : 70 
Attend all ye ſhepherds and ppb to my lay, ROS - 
As thro' the green meadow I chanced to Rage? 74 
Awake my love with genial ray, | 81 

A dawn of hope my foul revives, 95 
Adieu ye ſtreams that ſmoothly glide, - 100 
Alas! when charming Sylvia's gone, 111 
At noon-tide as Colin and Sylvia lay, 114 
Amidſt a roſy bank of flowers 1155 
As bringing home the other day 122 
A term Full as long as the ſiege of old roh 111 129... 5 
As Jamie gay gang'd blithe his way, i 
A friend of mine came here yeſtreen, i) 
Aſk if yon damaſk roſe be ſweet,  ' 1341 
As thro? the grove the other . 

Away to the field, ſee the morning looks. gray, 

Alas, my ſon, you little know, l 
As Hebe was tending her ſheep t'other day, . 2h 180 
Alexis ſhun'd his fellow ſwains, 35 is 2 EI 
As on the banks of 'Tweed I hy reclin'd, 3 3 
As Patie came up frae the glen, "a 

As down on the cowſlip dale I ſtray'd, 228 
Ah! ſure a pair was never ſeen, —_ 
At Totterdown hill there dwelt an old pair, 253 
As I was ganging o' er the lee, | 258 
As down on — 's banks I ſtray d. 259 
A Parſon who had a remarkable foible, 4369 
A plague of thoſe er, old lubbers 276 
Buſy humble bee am I, 22 
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| Page 
Blithe young Beſs to "0 did 1 foy, * 
Beneath a green ſhade a * young ſwain, 73 
Britons, loyal and bold, | 77 
t Sol is return'd, *. winter is o er, 98 
By Pinky houſe oft let me walk, 106 
By the gayly circling glaſs, 115 
Behold this fair goblet, twas carv'd from the tree, 145 
Behold from many a hoſtile ſhore, 160 
But are you ſure the news is true, 167 
Braw, braw lads of Galla water, 178 
By ſmooth, winding Tay a ſwain was reclining, 216 
Beneath a beech's grateful ſhade, 239 
Behold from far what tidings are brought, 256 
Bltheſt lads and lafſes gay, 2868 
111 
* live with me, and be my love, | 5 
6 


Ceme hear me, my bo Ph baft a mind to live long, 2 


Contented alt day I will ſit by your fide, | 27 
Come, gie's a ſang the lady eries, 42 


Come haſte tothe veddlia g ye friends and ye neighbours, 47 


Come cheer up my lads, tis to glory we ſteer, 

Ceaſe, rude Boreas, bluſt' ring railer, BY — 
Coming home with my milk the young ſquire I met, 74 
Come all ye young lovers who wan with deſpair, 79 
Come, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 82 


Come, come my good ſhepherds, 88 
Come Colin, pride of rural ſwains, | 96 
Come, Amanda, charming creature, 197 
Come gentle god of ſoft repoſe, 209 
Chpid god of ebon bow, 257 
| 1755 ye lads' who wiſh to ſhine, 267 
Dow 2 | 83 
n by yon ſn ve, | 3 
Deril tal” * tn go kuryied * from me, 134 
Dear Chloe come give me ſweet kiſſes, 138 
Do you hear, brother ſportſman, 146 


Down top gallant fails, ſtand by your lee braces, 154 
Donald's a ſhentlenian;- ak” eycrmore ſhall, 175 


IN D E. X. 


8 the mead, 119 
Dear Tom, this brown j Jug that now foams wi 
mild ale, 


Ere Phoebus ſhall peep on | the ped boite flow! r, 113 
Encompaſs'd in an angel's frame, CCC 

F. 1 
Fill me a bowl, a mighty bowl, 20 
From Roſlin Caſtle's echoing walls 57 
For ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove, 105 | 
For the lack of gold ſhe has left me, 1 
From ſweet en e be., 14183 

. WT” > j 
Guardian angels hov'ring near me, 1 | 
Gay Damon long ſtudy'd my heart to obtain, T 
Guardian angels now protect me, | 15358 C 
Gin I had a wee houſe, and a canty wee fire, „ * 
* patter to . and ſwabs d' ye ſees. 5 1 
How hard is the fortune of all womenkind, 5 2 þ 
How happy a lover's life paſſes,  _ | N 
How happy were my days till now, | 
How dare you, bold Strephon, preſume thus to 3 4 
How bleſt has my time been, 145 5 5 
How happy is he, whoe'er he be, | 130 8 
How little do the landſmen know, 5 
Hopeleſs ſtill, in ſilent anguiſh, ä 1 
Herſell pe Highland ſhentleman, „ 
How pleaſing glides our morn of youth, * 183 | 
How imperfect is expreſſion, 1 | I 
How ſweet is the woodland with flect hound and | 

| horn, 204 

Here each morn and every eve, 206 
Hark, hark the joy inſpiring horn, : + 
Happy's the love that meets return, 214 
Her * had 1 in cluſters crept cloſe to the grove,. 4 

3 
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5811 Page 
Herk the trumpet ſounds to arms, 229 
043 I. 

I fat on a bank by the ſide of a river, 3 
If that the world and love were young, 6 
In fpring, my dear ſhepherds, your flow'rets are gay, 11 
John Anderſon my jo, eum in as ze gae by, 27 
If ever, O Hymen, J add to thy _ 39 
I've been courting at a laſs, 1 ib. 
J am a briſk and lively laſs, _. 45 
In the dreſs of free maſons, fit garments for Jove, 51 
I gently touch'd her hand, ſhe gave, 77 


In the dead of the night, when with labour oppreſt, 78 
In city, town, and village, my fancy oft des — 84 


I've ſeen the ſmiling of fortune beguiling, 100 
In ſpite of love at length I've found, | 109 
IF love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment, 124 
If wine be a cordial, why does it torment, I25 


m ſorry, dear breth'ren, I'm forc'd to comply, 129 
In the garb of old Gaul, with the fire of old Rome, 133 


Thad a horſe, IJ had nae marr, 166 
I'll fing of my Jover all night and al "Oh I77 
I'll fing of my Jenny all day and all night, 178 
In ancient times, as ſongs rehearſe, 181. 
In wine there is all in life you can name, 184 
F ha'e laid a herring in ſa't, 199 


In April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 219 


J winna marry ony man but Sandy o'er the lee, 234 


Ius the morn as I walk'd thro? the mead, 246 
Fo rip*ning age the female breaſt, | 247 
H you can tell, ye muſes, ſay, | 265 
In airy dreams ſoft fancy flies, 273 
Keep ye weel | fre Sir John Malcom, ie 
| . 1 bs 
Low and Folly were at play, 4 
Love's a tempeſt, life's the ocean, | 25 


Love's a gentle, generous paſſio n ib. 


I N D E X. "wh 


| 2 Page 
Love, like the wind, is often changing, | 26 
Leave, neighbours, your work,and to ſport and to play, 44 
Let the grave and the gay enjoy life how they may, 75 


Let the tempeſt of war be heard from Ys 95 
Lord, what care J for mam or dal! 13752 
Lovely nymph aſſuage my anguiſh, 18354 
Lovely Damon, when thou'rt near me, 1835 
Let an empty fluttering ſpirit, a! 202 
Let me live remov'd from noiſe, is © 223 
Let others Damon's praiſe — | 225 


Laſt Midſummer eve, as I paſe'd:thro? the grove, : 242 
Laſt Valentine's day, when — GIN done ö 


clear, 
Love's the tyrant of the heart, | wiced Is 
My laddie is. gone far away ofer the plain, 30 
My dog and my mattreſs are both of à kind, 38 
My name is Argyle, you may think it ſtrange, 58 
Merry may the maid be | 63 
Maidens let your lovers languiſh, 69 
My ſheep I neglected, I loſt my ſheep: 1 89 
My love was once a bonny lad, 101 
My banks they are furniſh'd with _— 189 
My Jeanie and I have toiled | e 
My Colin leaves fair London town, 196 
My Sandy is the ſweeteſt wann, 233” 
My bonny ſailor's won my mand, | Tow 
My laſſes, do you Jockey ken, . of A 

deen, | 254 


My ſweet pretty Mog, you're as foft-noin bog, 263 
My pride is to hold all mankind in my chan, 27 


No glory I covet, no riches I want. 1 
No more my ſong ſhall be, ye fwains = 
Now pleaſure unbounded reſounds oer the plains, | 109 
No longer let whimſical ſongſters compare, 142 
No flower that blows is like the roſe, 4 


Now's the time for mirth and glee, „ 


One wn morning when nature look ' d gay, 9 


H 1 N D E X. 
* O. 


One morning very early, one ee in the ſpring, 19 
O!] the valiant Jockey, | . 4 288 


Te fair banke you're often fad, 155 Wo 


Ofer all the wide ocean the billows were rolling 32 
Oh, how could I venture to love one like thee, 61 


O Nelly, no longer thy Sandy now —— 76 
Once more I'll tune the vocal ſhell, | 98 
O'er Scotia's parched land the Naiads flew, 116 
One night as poor Colin lay muſing in . 176 
O were I able to rehearſe 191 
One kind kiſs before we part, 198 

Our cares are all baniſh'd, our fears are all o'er, - ib 
O, bonny laſs, will you lie in a barrack, 217 
On Etrick banks, in a ſummer's night, 221 
On Teeſe? ſweet banks T + +) dd 22c 
aint dl n * 
2 1 2 loſt my niken ood, 273 
0 N. | | 
Railio more ye learned as, 1 92 

6 3 f 
Sbepherds, I have loft my love, 8 
Says Plato, why ſhould man be vain, 50 
Stern winter has left us, the trees are in bloom, 52 
Since honour has attended upon the marry'd ſtate, 85 

Shepherds would ye hope to pleaſe us, 96 
See the conquering hero comes, 97 
Since wedlock's in vogue, 108 
ure a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen, 123 
Sophia is bright as the morn, 182 
Since artiſts who ſue for the trophies of fame, 223 | 
Soft pleaſing pains, unknown before, 250 
Since they trac'd me alone with a ſwain to the grove, 254 
+ * calls, 1 muſt away, | 274 

. 


Tust ſummer, and ſoftly the breezes were blowing, uu. 


1. N DE XJ 


The world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, / 


The bird that hears her neſtlings err, 13 
To fly, like a bird, from grove to grove, 14 
The wanton god who pierces hearts, 2 5M 
The duſky night rides down the ſky, 17 
Thou riſing ſun, whoſe gladfome razys, 21 
Tell me lovely ſhepherd where, Witt 26 
"'T'was at midſummer's tide, no matter the day, 28 
'The lily and the bluſhing: roſe, 29 

ä To caſe his heart and ouu his flame, i 24,99 33 


To fing of the nymph and her cot, | 34 
The ſun from thè eaſt tips the mountains with gol, 25 


Twas in that ſeaſon of the year, | 56 
Tis a maxim I hold, while I live to purſue, / ib. 
The ſpring time returns and clothes the green b 69 
There was a jolly beggar, 86 
The laſt time I went to the fair, 89 
The ſilver moon's enamour'd beams ö. 93 
Tho? my dreſs and my manners, 97 
There lives a ſhepherd in the vale, 103 
The women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs, 120 
Twixt pleafing hope and painful fear 127286 
Tho? women by proud men are ſeorn'd, A at n hers 
The ſan was ſleeping in the main, 
Tis nae very lang ſinfyne, 1 
That Jenny's 3 my N. . and my pride, 150 
The nypmh that I low'd; + 14143 
The pride of all nature was ſweet Willy 0, of 


To ſing you a ſong, firs, it is my intention, 
The echoing horn calls the ſportſman abroad, Us 
Tho? winter may fright us and chill us n poll 75 
The topſail ſhivers in the wind, 2 
There liv'd a wife in our gate end, - | 
The ploughman he's a bonny lad, 

The taylor came to clout the claiſe, b 
Tis wine that chears the underſtanding, 
The morning's freſhneſs calls me forth 

The ſmiling morn the breathing ſpring, 

The ſun juſt glancing thro? 1 _— : 
The tither morn, . 7 


- INDE XX. 


$3.2] Page 
There was a jolly miller once, b 209 
To eaſe my heart, I own'd my flame, | 213 
Twas ſummer, and the day was fair, 215 
The laſt time I came o'er the muir, 218 
The ſhepherd Adonis being weary'd with ſport 223 
To Handel's pleaſing notes as Chloe ſung, 229 
The wandering ſailor plows the main, 2232 
The laſs of Patie's mill, 236 
There was a wife win'd in the glen, 244 
The ſummer it was ſmiling, all nature round was gay 248 
Three lads contended for my heart, 250 
To be merry and wiſe is a proverb of old, 251 
'Fruft not man, for he'll deceive you, 262 
There was a clever country girl, * -/ il 
The tuneful . cheer the grove, 255 
va now ye firive to pleaſe me, 904 

W. 


When bick'ring's hot, 5 
When the trees were all bare, a befor 7 
When the ſheep are in the fauld, and the ky at hame, 16 
With my holiday gown, and my new faſhion'd hat, 20 


When Maggy firſt perch'd wi' love, 21 

When firſt I beheld thee, I vow and proteſt, 24 

Who has eer a at Baldock muſt needs know the 

| e you know how. we meet o'er our jolly full x 
-Fhowls, $6143. . 
. not, ye fireams of filver Tay, 4A 

Wert thou but mine ain thing, | 64 

Why heaves my fond boſom, 90 

With the man that I love, 94 

| When Jockey was OY with you lore and. your 4 

„ truth, | 102 

= Whep Delia on the plain Wann et UOT 

Wöen trees did bud, and fields were green, 1 16:4} 307 

Woo'd and married and a', | 112 


WP With tuneful pipe and merry glee, 123 


When Jeſſy ſmil'd, her lovely loox, 
| When I was of a tender 
When daiſies py'd, and violets blew, 
When once the gods like us below, 
Wine, wine we allow the briſk fountain of mirth, - 
While penſive on the lonely plain, 
When Britons firſt, at Heav'n's command, 
Waft, O Cupid! to Leander, 
Wine, wine in the morning, 
When war's alarms entic'd my Willy FRE me, 
What care I for your herrin' in ſa't, ; 
When firſt by fond Damon Flavilla was ſeen; | 


With a chearful old friend and a merry-old ſong, * 


Wherever I'm going, and all the day long, 
What beautics does Flora diſcloſe, 414 


When Sol from the eaſt has illumin'd the ſphere, 
When innocent paſtimes our pleaſures did crown, 


When milking my cow in a fine colour'd vale, 
When ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed, | 


When firſt the eaſt began to dawn, 
When the trees all their beautiful verdure dener, 
When mr 11 10 inte in deren PELLETS CP 
| — ARS f 
N 1 1 
Young Jockey þ is the blitheſt lad, | 77 


Voung Colin proteſts I'm his joy and delight, 14 


22 
When the heart is at eaſe, how chearful each ſcene, 2 x 5 
While the bee flies from bloſſom to bloſſom, and lips, 258 


262 
264 
au 


271 


1 


1 


an. 


Ye nymphs and ye ſhepherds that yo_ in the throng, 30 


Ve muſes nine, 5 lend your aid, * 
Young Strephon I own is the joy of my heart, £1 
Ye mortals whom fancies and troubles e 

Ve fair who ſhine thro? Britain's iſle, 

Ve Sylvan powers that rule the plain, 

Ye mortals whom ſorrow and trouble attend, 

Ye ſhepherds who bleſt in your love, 

Ye belles and ye flirts, and ye pert little things, 
You ſing of your goodman frac hame, * 

Ye ſportſmen draw near, | 7 
Ye ſwains, when radiant beauty moves, 


* 9 
23 2% Wo nine wt - 


111 1 N MN EL K. 


Voung Jockey he courted ſweet Maggy ſo fair, 231 
Ye al thinking ſouls who by troubles are preſt, 233 


Ye watchful guardians of the fair, 238 
Young Jockey blithe at early dawn, 249 
Ve gentle winds that ſoftly blow, 266 


Young Damon long had 17 70 ve and Jong had e 274 


INDEX to the aach and Clees, 


3 8 propos d to Moſes, 282 
Amidſt the myrtles as I walk, 283 
Arm, arm the generous Britons cry, ib. 
Come friends and companions let's take a full glaſs 280 
Come, my boys, let's joyful be, 384 
Give the toaſt, my good fellow 282 
Had ſhe not care enough, 281 
How merrily looks the; man that hath gal, ib. 
I'love buſtle, crouds, and rattle, | 279 
If you truſt before you try, | 283 
Phillis, my faireſt, how can you deny me, 281 
uoth Jack on a time to Tom, I'll declare it, 280 
Since my Phillis hath fallen to my ſhare, 279 
Bee, my boys, the fuming bowl, ib. 
Ihe French are come, and Spaniards too, 1 
To ſheep-ſhear my boys, pipe and tabour . up, 283 
The wiſe men were but ſeven, 284 
When next ſhall we meet to be merry and bey, 281 
When firſt I ſaw thee graceful move, 282 
Which is the road to a | love of good cheer, | ib. 
Where the murmuring river flows, 8 | 284 
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10:8 i. 
The BANKS of the DEE. Tune, Langole: | 
| With additions by a Lady. | 
9 WAS Summer, and ſoftly the breezes were blow 
| ing, 


And ſweetly the nightingale ſung * the tree, 
At the foot of a rock, where the river was 9 


I fat myſelf down on the Banks of the Dee, - > 


Flow on, lovely Dee, flow on, thou ſweet river; 
Thy banks? pureſt ftreams ſhall be dear to me ever; 
For there I firſt gain'd the affection and favour. 


Of Jamie, the glory and pride of the Dee. FF 


But now he's gone from me, and left me thus mourn- 


ing, 
To quell the proud rebels, for . is he; .. 


And ah ! there's no hopes of his ſpeedy . | fo 


To wander again on the banke of the Dee. 


MeAreta hogher hue hrg hore hechs Aeg hate 


— r 
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He's gone, helpleſs youth! o'er the rude roaring billows 
The kindeſt and ſweeteſt of all the gay fellows ; | co 
And left me to ſtray *mong'ſt the once loved willows, 
The lonelieſt maid on the Banks of the Dee. 


But time, and my prayers, may perhaps yet reſtore him; 
Bleſt peace may reſtore my dear ſhepherd to me; 
And when he returns, with ſuch care I'll watch o'er him, 
He never ſhall leave the ſweet Banks of the Dee. 
'The Dee then ſhall flow, all its beauties diſplaying ; 
The lambs on its banks ſhall again be ſeen playing; 
While I, with my Jamie, am careleſsly ſtraying, 
And taſting again all the ſweets of the Dee. 


Thus ſung the fair maid on the banks of the river, 
And ſweetly re- echo'd each neighbouring tree; 
But now all theſe hopes muſt evaniſh for ever, 
Since Jamie ſhall ne'er ſee the Banks of the Dee. 
On a foreign ſhore the ſweet youth lay dying, 

In a foreign grave his body's now lying; 
While friends and acquaintance in Scotland are crying 
For Jamie the glory and pride of the Dee. 


|  Miſhap on the hand by which he was wounded ; 
Miſhap on the wars that call'd him away 
From a circle of friends by which he was ſurrounded, 
Who mourn for dear Jamie the tedious day. * 
' Oh ! poor hapleſs maid, who mourns diſcontented 
The loſs of a lover fo juſfly lamented ; | 
By time, only time, can her grief be contented, 
And all her dull hours become chearful and gay. 
[YI 392 4 63 1 


Twas honour and bravery made him leave her mourn- 
ing, ; 47 | 
From unjuſt rebellion his country to free; 
He left her, in hopes of his ſpeedy returning 
To wander again on the Banks of the Dee. 
For this he deſpiſed all dangers and perils ; 
”E'was thus he eſpouſed Britannia's quarrels, | 
That _ he came home he might crown her with ' 
laure 3, Wo. 18 * 
The happieſt maid on the Banks of the Dee. 
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But fate had determin'd his fall to be glorious, 
Though dreadful the thought muſt be unto me; FF 
He fell like brave Wolfe, where the troops were victorious, 
Sure each tender heart muſt bewail the decree : 

Yet, though he 1s gone, the once faithful lover, 
And all our fine ſchemes of true happineſs over, 
No doubt he implored his pity and favour 

For me he had left on the Banks of the Dee. 


CCC 
8 O N G I. 


RURAL CONTENTMENT. 
Tune, O bonny laſe will you lie in a Barrach# 


I SAT on a bank by the fide of a river, 

I thought my dear Jamie had left me for everg 
But while 7 ſat penſively ſighing and mourning, 
Ah! who ſhould I ſee, but my Jamie — 


I ſtraight ran to meet nun, I threw my arms round hi 
Still charming, {till kind, ſtill conſtant J found him, 
With ardor'he preſs'd me, ah! who could oppoſe him: 
While thus I reveal'd the warm with of my boſom. 


O ſtay, my dear Jamie, thy follies give over, 
No more leave theſe plains, be no longer a rover, 
No more ſeek for glory where cannons loud rattle, 
Nor leave my fond arms for the ſound of a battle. 


For peace in a cottage, * * pleaſure, 
Where love trips with joy, in ſome frolicſome meaſure, 
Believe me, my Jamie, are far more enticin 


Than war's empty pomp which you've a E prizing. 


My Jamie ſmil'd ſweetly, the Hanes and thruſhes, 
Who chanted their ſongs from the jeſſamine buſhes, 
The groves and the plains were ſo gay, ſo 1 inviting 


They made him forget his ambition for i 
A2 
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He ſaid he would love me, and never would leave me, 
He gave me his hand that he ne'er would deceive me; 
He — he'd no more ſhow his foes his reſentment, 

But live with his Annie in Rural Contentment. 


NN MMM NN MANN 
S8 O N G 1. | 
FRIENDSHIP. By Mr Pope. 
HE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 


And friendſhip's a jewel we ſeldom can meet; 

How ſtrange does it ſeem, that in ſearching around, 
This ſource of content 1s ſo rare to be found ! 
O friendſhip ! thou balm, and rich ſweet'ner of life, 
Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrife ; ; 
Without thee, alas! what are riches and power 
But empty deluſion, the joys of an hour, 

How much to be priz'd and efteem'd is a friend, | 
On whom we may always with ſafety depend ? 
Our joys, when extended, will always increaſe, 
And griefs, when divided, are huſh'd into peace. 
When fortune 1s ſmiling, what crouds will appear, 
Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip ſincere ; 
Yet change but the proſpect, and point out diſtreſs, 
No longer to court you they'll eagerly preſs. 


+ JECIECIECECEEI IEEE + 
S O N G , Fn 
OVE and Folly were at play, 
Both too wanton to be wile, 


'They fell out, and in the fray, 
Folly put out Cupid's eyes. 


Y 


Straight the criminal was tried, 
And had his puniſhment aſſign'd, 

Folly ſhould to Love be tied, 
And condemn'd to lead the blind. 


OF CHOICE $ ON'G8. S- 
8 O N G8 V. 
Puſh about the JORUM. Sung by 1 1 Calle · 


W HEN bick'rings hot, 

To high words got, 
Break out at gameorum; 

The flame to cool, 


My golden rule 
Is puſh about the forms. 
- Coifs who. can 1 ? 
Who her red rag 
In gibe can 
With th th mouth fall of liquor: 


* 4 —＋＋ͤ ( — — dF pro inoÞwn Did ddn 
3.0 N 5. Xl 
De word: from Shakeſpeare. .S. ung by Miſs Cathy. 


OME live with me, and be my love, . 

And we will all the pleaſures prove, 
That hills and vallies, dale and field, | 
.And all the craggy mountains yield. 


There will we fit. upon the rocks, 
And ſee the ſhepherds 2 their flocks, | | 
By ſhallow rivers, to whoſe fall, 1 
Melodious birds ſing madrigal. Gus 


There will J make beds of -roſes, 
With a thouſand fragrant poſies, 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle, 
Embroider'd all with Jeaves of myttle; 


A gown made of the fineſt wool 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull; 
: On On 


- 
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Slippers lin'd choicely for the cold, 
With buckles of the pureſt gold ; 


A belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds, 
With coral claſps, and amber ſtuds: 
And if theſe pleaſures may thee move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 


The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and fing, 
For thy delight each May morning : 
If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 


s O0 NG VII. 
THE NYMPH'S REPLY. Sung by Miſs Catia. 


® 


* that the world and love were young, 

And truth in every ſhepherd's tongue, 
Theſe pretty pleaſures might me move, 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 


But time drives flocks from field to fold, 
When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold, 
And Philomel becometh dumb, 

And all complain of cares to come. 


The flowers do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter reckoning yields: 
A. honey tongue, and heart of gall, 
Is fancy's ſpring, but ſorrow's fall. 


Thy gowns, thy ſhoes, thy beds of roſes, 

Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy poſies, 
Soon break, ſoon wither, ſoon forgotten, 

In folly ripe, in reaſon rotten. | 


J fry bode, 
Thy coral claſps, and amber ſtuds; | 
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All thoſe in me no means can move 
To come to thee, and be thy love. 


But could youth laſt, and love ſtill breed, 
Had joys no date, nor age no need; 
Then theſe delights my mind might move 
To live with thee, and be oy love. 


SOSSESSOSOSSOIUGS 
S ON G VIII. 
THE WISH. 


HEN the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be ſeen, 
And the meadows their beauty have loſt, 

When Nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 

And the waters bound up by the froſt, 
When the heavy dull peaſant is ſhiv'ring with cold, 

As the bleak northern winds they do blow, 
And the innocent flocks too, we likewiſe behold, 

With their fleeces all cover'd with ſnow ; 


In the yard when the cattle are fodder'd with ftraw, 
And ſend forth their breath like a ſteam ; 

And the neat looking dairy-maid fees ſhe muſt thaw 
Flakes of ice that ſhe finds in the cream; 

When the pretty young laſs, freſh and red as a roſe, 
As ſhe trips it along often ſlides, 

While the ruſtics laugh loud, if by falling, tbe ſhows, ©: 
All the charms that her modeſty hide: 100 


When the birds to the barn- door hover ſor food, 

As with ſilence they reſt on the ſpraß; 7 
And the poor timid hare in-vain ſeeks the wood. 
Leſt her footſteps her path ſhould betray ; | 

When the lads and the laſſes together are got, 
And all cloſe round the embers are ſet, | 
Talk of fairies, church-yards, and of e and what 
not, 


Till the laſſes are all in a ſweat ; 


„ — oO ee AGE Ie UP 


| 
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When the children, where e are froze, make their 


While I gaze may I doat on her charms, and there meet 


Heaven grant in that ſeaſon it may be my lot, 


Where in neatneſs and quiet, and free from ſurpriſe, 


Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 


ſlides, 
And exerciſe there till they low, 
And when black heavy clouds much foul weather betides, 
Drooping birds hop around in the ſnow ; | 
When the bleak ſtormy winds drive the ſnow and ms 
leet, 
And no fowls to be ſeen on the wing, 


With the bloom and the ſweetneſs of ſpring. 


That with her I fo love and admire, 

While the icicles hang on the eves of our cot, 
To be warm I may thither retire. 
May we live and no hardſhips endure, 

But that which each other may cure. 
ee eee 
86 ON G IX. 

AN. N A, a favourite Iriſh ſong. 
1 Cathy. 


 HEPHERDS, I have loſt my love, 
Have you ſeen my Anna, | 


Pride of every ſhady grove, 


Upon the banks of Banna. 


I for her my home forſook, 
Near yon miſty mountain, 


_ Left my flock, my pipe, my crook,” 


. Greenwood ſhade, and fountain. 


Y Never ſhall I ſee them more, 


Until her returning, 


All the joys of life are o'er, 


From gladneſs chang'd to mourhing. 
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Whither is my charmer flown, | 
Shepherds tell me whither, 4 
Ah! woes me, perhaps ſhe's gone 
For ever and for ever. | 


{ISIS SSP 
$'O N G KX. 
Sung at Ranelagh. 


O midſummer morning when nature look'd gay, 
The birds full of frolick, the lambs full of play, 
When earth ſeem'd to anſwer her fmiles from above, 
And all things proclaim'd it the ſeaſon for love; 

My mother cried, Nancy go haſte to the mill, 

If the corn is not ground you may ſcold if you will. 


The freedom to uſe my tongue pleas'd me no doubt, 
For a woman, alas! would be nothing without; | 
I went toward the mill without any delay, 

And conn'd o'er the words I intended to ſay ; 

But when I came near her, I found her ſtock till, 
Bleſs my ſtars! now cried I, huff him rarely I will. 


The miller to market that inſtant was gone, 
And the work was all left to the care of his ſony | 
And though I could ſcold as well as any woman can, 
Yet I thought it would be wrong for to ſcold the young 
man. MEPs x 
I faid I'm ſurpris'd you can uſe me fo ill, ur 121 
Sir, I muſt have my corn ground, I muſt and I will. 


Sweet maid, cried the youth, the neglect is not mine, 
There's no corn in the town I'd grind ſooner than thine ; 
There's no one more willing to pleaſure the fair, 
The mill ſhall go merrily round I declare 
But hark how the birds ſing, and hear how they bill, 
Now I muſt have a kiſs firſt, I muſt and I Wil. 


My corn being ground, I to home bent my way 
He whiſper'd he d ſomething of moment to ſay, 


n —— : ůꝰ—ðÜ[ũ 22 — — 


And there ſwore he lov'd me indeed and indeed 


She laughs and cries, Go, girl, I plague him enough ; 
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Inſiſted to hand me along the green mead, 


And that he'd be conſtant and true to me ſtill, 
So ſince that time I've lov'd him, and love him I will. 


J often ſay, Mother, the miller I'll huff, 


But ſcarce a day paſſes, but by her defire, 

I ſteal a ſly kiſs from the youth I admire. 

If wedlock he wiſhes, his wiſh I'll fulfil, 

And I'll anſwer, O yes, with a hearty good will. 


— 


S O N G XL 


S Damon and Phillis were feeding their ſheep, 
"KM The ſwain on a cock of new hay fell aſleep; _ 
The nymph for a frolic ſtept behind a green oak, 
To hear what her Damon would ſay when he woke. 


Not long ſhe'd been there when the ſwain op'd his 


And miſling his Phillis was ſtruck with ſurpriſe ; 
He ſnatch'd up his crook, and ran wild o'er the plain, 
And thus he inquir'd of each nymph and each ſwain: 


- Have you-e'er ſeen a ſhepherdeſs paſſing this way 
As blyth as the morn, and as bright as the day ? 5 
In ruſſet apparel, yet grand in her mein, 
Reſembling in beauty the fair Cypreſs queen. 


Two lambkins milk white unto you I will give, 
Let me but ſome tidings of Phillis receive; 
And if you will be but ſo gen'rous, ye ſwains, 
As return me my Phillis, take a kiſs for your pains, 


Thus he ſpoke, but no tidings of Phillis could hear, 
Then back to his flocks he return'd in deſpaar ; 
The nymph, when ſhe ſaw him, ftep'd out and cry'd, Bo, 


And, laughing at his care, cried, Go, Damon, Go. 
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Both joy and ſurpriſe at onee ſtruck the poor ſwain, 
With raptures he gaz'd on his Phillis again; 
He chided a little, ſhe bluſh'd at his care, 
And each gave a kiſs and made up the affair. 


« FEELEEEESEEESEEE HELL ELLEEE LIEU 
+6 N BM 
The SEASON for LOVE. k 
By Mr. Cunningham. 


1. Spring, my dear Shepherds, your flowrets are gay, 
They breathe all their ſweets in the ſunſhine of May; 

But hang down their heads when December draws near, 

The Winter of life is like that of the year. 


The larks and the linnets that chant o'er the plains, 
All, all are in love while the Summer remains ; 
Their ſweet hearts in Autumn no longer are dear, 


The Winter of life is like that of the year.” 


The ſeaſon for love is when youth's in its prime; 
Ye lads and ye laſſes make uſe of your time ; 
The froſt of old age will too quickly appear, 
The Winter of life is like that of the year. 


+$$$$$$$$$+$$$$$$++ $+$$+$+$$++$$$4$++ 
$8. 0 XIII. 
NEW JOCKEY. 


M* laddie is gone far away o'er the plain, . 
While in ſorrow behind I am forc'd to remain; 
Though blue bells and vi'lets the hedges adorn, 

Tho? trees are in bloſſom, and ſweet blows the thorn ; 
No pleaſure they give me, in vain they look gay, 
There's nothing can pleaſe now, my Jockey's away; 
Forlorn I fit finging, and this is my ftrain, wt arg | 
Haſte, haſte, my dear Jockey, to me back again. 7] 
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When lads and their laſſes are on the green met, 
They dance and they fing, they laugh and they chat, 
Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee, 

I can't without envy their merriment ſee ; 
'8 Thoſe paſtimes offend me, my ſhepherd's not there, 

No pleaſure I reliſh that Jockey don't ſhare, 
| It makes me to ſigh,” I from tears ſcarce refrain, 

I wiſh my dear Jockey return'd back again. 


But hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will I deſpair, 

1 He promis'd he would in a fortnight be here; 

| On fond expeQation my wiſhes I'll feaſt, 

| For love my dear Jockey to Jenny will haſte, 

Then farewel each care, and adieu each vain ſigh, 

| Who'll then be ſo bleſt and ſo happy as I, 1 
I'll ſing on the meadows, and alter my ftrain, 
When Jockey returns to my arms back again. 


WaAVWVAaTAAWTVTaA©VAWVEVTaAV <a TAY 


| S O NG XIV. 
YOUNG JOCKEY. 
OUNG Jockey 1s the blytheſt lad 


That ever maiden woo'd, 
When he appears my heart is glad, 
| For he is kind and good : 
| He talks of love where'er we meet, 


His words in rapture low, 
Then tunes his pipes, and ſings ſo ſweet, 
I have no power to go. 


} All other laſſes he forſakes, 
il And flies to me alone; 
# At every fair, and all our wakes 

A To me he makes his moan : 
| He buys me toys and ſweetmeats too, 
1 And ribbons for my hair, 

No ſwain was ever half ſo good, 

1 Nor half fo kind and fair. 


Where'er I go I nothing fear 
If Jockey 1s but by ; 
For I alone am all his care, 
When ever danger's nigh. 
He vows to wed next Whitſunday, 
And make me bleſt for life, 
Can I refuſe, ye maidens ſay, 
To be young Jockey's wife. 
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THE ZII 


'F HE bird that hears her neſtlings cry, 


And flies abroad for food, 
Returns impatient thro? the ſky, 
To nurſe the callow brood : 
The tender mother knows no joy, 
But bodes a thouſand harms : 
And ſickens for the darling boy, 
When abſent from her arms, 


Such fondneſs with impatience join'd 
My faithful boſom fires ; 

Now forc'd to leave my fair behind, 
The queen of my defires : 

The pow'rs of verſe too languid prove, 
All ſimiles are vain, 

To ſhew how ardently I love, 
Or to relieve my pain. 


The ſaint with fervent zeal inſpir'd, 

For heav'n and joy divine; 
The faint is not with raptur'd fir'd, 

More pure, more warm than mine : 
I take what liberty I dare, 

Twere impious to ſay more; 
Convey my longings to the fair, 

The goddeſs I adore. 

B 


] 
| 
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S O NG Xv. 
AlIaſk of MORTAL MAN. 


HE wanton god who pierces hearts 
Dips in gall his pointed darts, 
But the nymph diſdains to pine; 
Who bathes the wound with roſy wine. 
Roſy wine, roſy wine, 
Who bathes the wound with roſy wine. 


Farewel, lovers, when they're cloy'd ; 
Tf I am ſcorn'd beeauſe enjoy'd, 
Sure the ſqueamiſh fops are free 
To rid me of dull company. 
Sure they're free, ſure they're free, 
To rid me of dull company. | 


They have their charms while mine can pleaſe, 
T love them much, but more my eaſe ; 
ealous fears me ne'er moleſt, | 
faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt. 
Break my reſt, break my reſt, 
Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt. 


Why ſhould they ever give me pain, 
Who to give me joy diſdain ? 
All J hope of mortal man, 
Is to love me while he can. 
While he can, while he can, 
Is te love me while he can. 


AHK e 


S ON G XVII. 


T O fly, like a bird, from grove to grove, 
To wander like the bee; 
To ſip of ſweets, and taſte of love, 

Is not enough for me: 


* 
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No fluttering paſſions wake my breaſt, 
I wiſh the place to find 

Where fate may give me peace and reſt, 
One ſhepherd to my mind. | 


az 


To every youth I'll not be gay, 
Nor try on all my power ; 

Nor future pleaſures throw away 
In toyings for an hour : 

I would not reign the general toaſt, 
Be prais'd by all the town ; 

A thouſand tongues on me are loſt, 
I'Il hear but only one. 


For which of all the flattering train 
Who ſwarm at beauty's ſhrine, 

When youth's gay charms are in the wane, 
Will court their ſure decline? 

Then fops, and wits, and beaux forbear, 
Vour arts will never do; 

For ſome fond youth ſhall be my eare, 
Life's chequer'd ſeaſon through. 


My little heart ſhall have a home, 
A warm and ſhelter'd neſt; 


No giddy flights ſhall make me roam 


From where I am moſt bleſt: 
With love and only that dear ſwain, 
What tranquil joys I ſee! 
Farewel, ye falſe, inconſtant train, 
For one is all to me. 


N Colin proteſts I'm his joy and delight, 


He's ever unhappy when I'm from his ſight,; 


He wants to be with me wherever J go, 


The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo. 
5 2 / 


I aſk him what favour he hopes to receive ? 
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His pleaſure all day is to fit by my fide, 
He pipes and he ſings, tho' 1 frown and I chide 
bid him depart, but he, ſmiling, ſays No, 
The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me fo, 


He often requeſts me his flame to relieve, 


His anſwer's a ſigh ! when in bluſhes I glow ; 


What mortal beſide him would plague a maid ſo ? 


This breaſt-knot he yeſterday brought from the wake, 
And ſoftly intreated I'd wear't for his ſake; | 
Such trifles *tis eaſy enough to beſtow ; 

I ſure deſerve more for his plaguing me ſo. 


He hands me each eve from the cot to the plain, 
And meets me each morn to conduct me again; 
But what's his intention I wiſh I could know, 

For I'd rather be married than plagu'd with him fo. 


V. Ale Webroot Wobn + dx 44e Wot dh oh 
8 O0 N 6 XIX. 
AULD ROBIN GRAY, 


W HEN the ſheep are in the fauld, and the ky at hame, 
And a' the warld to ſleep are gane, | 
The waes of my heart fa's in ſhowers frae my ee”, 
When my goodman lies ſound by me. 


Young Jamie loo'd me well, and he ſought me for 
his bride, ** © 
But ſaving a crown he had naething beſide ; 
To make that crown a pound my Jamie went to fea, 
And the crown and the pound were baith for me. 


He hadna' been awa' a week but only twa, 
When my mither ſhe fell ill, and the cow was own 
awa'; 
My father brake his arm, and my Jamie went to ſea, 
And auld Robin Gray came a courting me. 
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My father cou'dna*, work, and my mither cou dna ſpiu, 
1 toil'd night and day, but their bread I cou'dna* win; 
Auld Rob maintain'd them baith, and, wi' tears in his ge}, 
Said, Jenny, for their ſakes, O marry me. 


My heart it ſaid nay, I look'd for Jamie back, 
But * wind it blew high, and the ſhip it was a i 
The ſhip it was a wreck, why didna' Jenny die, 
And why do LIive-to cry, Waes me. 


Auld Robin argu'd fair, tho' my mither didna” Tpesk, 
She look'd in my face till my heart was like to break, 
So they gied him my hand, tho' my heart was in the ſea, 
And Auld Robin Gray is guidman to me. 


I hadna been a wife a week but only four, 
When, fitting ſae mournfully at the door, 
I ſaw my Jamie's wreath, but I didna' think it he, 
Till he ſaid, I'm come back for to marry thee. 


O ſair did we greet, and muckle did we ſay, 
We took but ae kiſs, and we tore ourſelves away; 
I wiſh I were dead, but I'm no like to die, 

And why do I live to ſay, Waes me. 


I gang like a ghaiſt, and carena' to ſpin, 
I darenaꝰ think on Jamie, for that wou'd be a ſin; 
But I'll do my beſt a guidwite to be, 
For auld Robin Gray is. kind to me. 


TFRETLD TE TEF-LE $-3E EETSTEIIEGS 
s 0 N W IQ 
A favourite H UNT ING. SONG. Dr Au. 
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HE duſky night rides down the ſky, 
And uſhers in the morn ; 
The hounds all join in jovial cry, 
The huntſman winds his horn. 
- Chorus. And a hunting we. will Lg, hs 


3.3 
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The wife around her huſband throws 
Her arms to make him ſtay ; 
My dear, it rains, it hails, it ſnows, 
You cannot hunt to day. 
Chor. Yet a hunting we will go, &c. 


Away they fly to *ſcape the rout, 
Their ſteeds they ſoundly ſwitch ; 
Some are thrown in, fome are thrown out, 
And ſome thrown in the ditch. 
Chor. Vet a hunting we will go, &c. 


At laſt from ſtrength to faintneſs worn, 
Poor Reynard ceaſes flight ; e k 
Then, weary, homeward we return, 
And drink away the night. 
Chor. And a drinking we will go, &c. 


$$90005009090060008 
S ON G XXI. 


O glory I covet, no riches I want, 
Ambition is nothing to me; 
The one thing I beg of kind Heav'n to grant, 
Is a mind independent and free. 


With paſſions unruffled, untainted with pride, 
Hy reaſon my life let me ſquare: 

The wants of my nature are cheaply ſupply'd, 
And the reſt are but folly and care. 


The bleſſing which Providence freely has lent, 
PI juſtly and gratefully prize; | 

While ſweet meditation, and chearful content, 
Shall make me both healthy and wiſe. 


In the pleaſure the great man's profeſſions difplay, 
Unenvy'd I'll challenge my part, = 
For ev'ry fair object my eyes can ſurvey, 
Contributes to gladden my heart. 


— ä—6ꝓ—Vẽ—ẽm—ñ—ͤ— —— — 
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How vainly, through infogs trouble and ftrife, 
The many their Iabouis employ ! > 
Since all that is truly delightful in life, 
Is what all, if they will, may enjoy... 


22 TIS IIS „6 „„ 
£0 NAM Inv 
THE MAID IN BEDLAM. 


NE morning, very early; one morning, in the fpring, 
I heard a maid in bedlam, who mournfully did ſing; 
Her chains ſhe rattled in her hand, white ſweetly thus 
ſung the, 
I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


Oh cruel were his parents, who ſent my love to ſea ; 
And cruel cruel was the fhip, that bore my love from me, 
Yet I love his parents, ſince they're his, altho* they've 

ruin'd me; | | 


And I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


O ſhould it pleaſe the pitying pow'rs to call me to the ſky, 
I'd claim a guardian angePs charge around my love to fly, 
To guard him from all dangers, how happy fhould I be? 
For I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


I'll make a ſtrawy garland, I'll make it wondrous fine, 
With roſes, lilies, daiſies, Pll mix the eglantinez ©” 
And I'll preſent it to my love, when he returns from, ſea, 
For I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


Oh, if I were a little bird to build upon his breaft ! 
Or if I were a nightingale, to fing my love to reſt ! 
To gaze upon his lovely eyes, all my reward ſhould be; 
For I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


Oh, if I were an eagle to foar into the ſky! (ſpy, 

I'd gaze around with piercing eyes where I my love might 
But ah! unhappy maiden ! that love you neꝰer ſhall fee; - 
Yet I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


5 AM:COLELECTFON 


S ON G XXIII. 


ITH my holiday gown, and my new faſhion'd hat, 
Laſt Monday I went to the fair; 
Þ held up my head, and T'll tell you for what, 
Young Roger I thought would be there. 
He wooes me to marry, whene'er we do meet, 
Sure honey does dwell on his tongue; 
And indeed he's ſo handſome, ſo mild and diſcreet, 
That IW w— wou'd, that I w— w— wou' d, that I'd 
| marry if I were not too young. | 


He whiſpers ſuch ſoft pretty things in mine err 
He vows, and he ſighs, and implores ; | 
Such ribbons he bought me, ſuch trinkets and ware, 
Till, truſt me, my pockets ran o'er : 
A ſong too he bought me, the beſt he could find, 
With which I was mightily ſtung ; 
. And indeed,. &c. 


The ſun being declin'd, it was time to retire, 
My cottage lay diſtant a mile, 
I roſe from my chair, Roger bow'd like a ſquire, 
And he handed me over the {tile : 
His arms he threw round me, love play'd in his looks, 
While we walked the meadows along ; 
And indeed, &c. 


\ 
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S ON G XXIV. 
THE MIGHTY BOWL. 
ILL me a bowl, a mighty bowl, 


Large as my capacious ſoul ; 
_ Vaſtias my thirſt is, let it have 
Depth enough to be my grave: 
I mean the grave of all my care, 
For I defign to bury't there. 


FYUFY 
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Let it of ſilver faſhion'd be, 
Worthy of wine, worthy of me; 
Worthy to adorn the ſpheres, 
As that bright cup amongſt the ſtars. 
Fill me a bowl, Oc. 


SIG RIES ISMOF RE KEMETRYEX 
S O NG XXV. 
TWEE PD SIDE. 5 Lady. 


HEN Maggy firſt pearched wi' love, 
I carry'd my noddle fu? hi ; 
Nae goudſpink in a' the gay glade, 
Or mavis fo happy as . 


I pip'd, and I danc'd, and I ſang; 
I woo'd, but I came nae good ſpeed; 


Therefore into England I'll gang, 
And lay my banes over the Tweed. 


To Maggy my love I did tell, 
Sa't tears did my paſſion expreſs ; 
Woe's me, for I loo'd her o'er well, 


And woman loves nae fic man leſs. 
S ON G XXVI. 
A LAPLAND LOVE 80 NG. 


T HOU riſing ſun ! whoſe gladſome ray 
Invites my fair to rural play, 


Diſpel the miſt, _—_ clear the ſkies, 
And bring my On to my eyes. 


Oh ! were I ſure my dear to view, 
Id climb the pine-tree's topmoſt bough, 
Aloft in air that quivering plays, | 
And round and round for ever gaze. 2 


© 
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My Orra Moor, where art thou laid ? 
What woods conceal my ſleeping maid ? 
Up by the roots, enrag'd, I'll tear 
The trees that hide my promis'd fair. 


O could I 1. on clouds and ſkies, 
Or on the raven's pinions riſe ! 
Ye ſtorks, ye ſwans, a moment ſtay, 


And waft a lover on his way. 


My bliſs too long my bride denies, 
Apace the waſting ſummer flies; 
Nor yet the wint'ry blaſts I fear, 
Not ftorms or nights ſhall keep me here. ö 


What may for ſtrength with ſteel compare? 
Oh! love has ſtronger fetters far ! 
By bolts of ſteel are limbs confin'd, 
But cruel love enchains the mind. 


No longer then perplex the breaſt; _ 
When thoughts perplex, the firſt are beſt: 
?Tis mad to go, tis death to ſtay; 


LY 


Away to Orra, haſte away. 

ö . * 

Nee een 
N enn. 


THE B E E. 


D USY humble bee am I, 
That range the garden ſunny; 

From flow'r to flow'r I changing fly, 

And ev'ry flower's my honey, 
Bright Chloe, with her golden hair, 

A while my rich jonquile is, 
Till, cloy'd with ſipping nectar there, 
I ſhift to roſy Phillis. 1 ſhift,” Oc. 


But Phillis's ſweet opening breaſt 
Remains not long my ſtation, 
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For Kitty muſt be now addreſs'd, 
My ſpicy breath'd carnation. 
Yet Kitty's fragrant bed I leave, 
To other flow'rs I'm rover; 
And all in turns my love receives, 
The gay wide garden over... The gay, S. 


Variety that knows no bound 
My roving fancy edges, 
And oft wk Flora I am found, 
In dalliance under hedges : 
For as I am aw arrant bee 
Who range each bank that's ſunny, 
Both fields and gardens are my fee, | 
And ev'ry flower's my honey. And every, Cc. 


CCC 
8 ON G XXVIII. 


O The valiant Jockey 
Leaves his lovely Peggy, 


On loud calls, To arms, he muff away; 
Fill your flowing glaſſes, 
Farewel, bonny laſſes, 
For no longer with you I can ſtay. For no longer, &c. 


Peggy. = 
O, Jockey, do not leave me ! 
O, how much you grieve me! 
Stay at home in your own native land ! 
Let them go my honey, 
That want friends and money, 


Jockey, you have both at your command. Jockey, &c. 


Fockey. 
Peggy, leave off pleadin g. 
That's a wrong proceeding; 
I love you, but, alas! *tis all in vain; 
I muſt prefer before you 
Fame, honour and glory, 
Which cauſes me to crols the raging main. Which, &c. 
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Peggy. 

When Jockey's on the billows, it 
Peggy's on the willows, . 

Venting out her bitter grief and moan ; 
When Jockey lies a-ſleeping, 

Peggy lies a-weeping, 
Always wiſhing for his ſafe return. 
Always wiſhing, &c. 


„„. EEG C =REG —= 
$ ON GG KXXIX. 
PROGRESS OF LOVE. 


HEN firſt I beheld thee, I vow and proteſt, 
I felt a ſtrong ſomething ſtrike into my breaſt ; 
It ſmarted and tickled, ſo pleaſing the pain, 
I wiſh'd for it gone, then wiſh'd for it again: 
My heart pitta-patted, I cannot tell how, 
Feel, Chloe! it flutter'd juſt as it does now. 


When I roſe with the lark to pipe forth a fqnd lay, 
And chided the time till you brighten'd the day, 
That moment gay nature ſmiPd on my ſweet maid, 

I long'd to falute thee, but ſtill was afraid : 
My heart pitta-patted, I cannot tell how, (brow. 
Methought when I preſs'd you, frown hung in your 


When choſe queen of May, and the ſwains all around, 
Stood with wonder to ſee ſo much beauty abound, 
Young Damon approach'd you with languiſhing look, 
And, low bowing, preſented his new-carven crook : 

My heart pitta-patted, I cannot tell how, 
At his languiſhing look and his courtly low bow. 


Twas one ſummer's eve (oft it comes to my mind, 
When Colin grew bleſt, as his Chloe grew kind), 
When ſhepherds to fold drove their day weary'd train, 
And oxen from labour low'd over the plain: 

My heart pitta-patted, I cannot tell how, 
As we ſat and ſip'd ſyllabub under the cow. 
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When abſent from thee, I grew reſtleſs to all, 
And dreaded the dangers that might thee; befal ; 
But truſt me, my fair one! when you did appear, 
Ah, little you think what your Colin felt here! 
My heart pitta-patted, juſt as it does now; 
And I'm happy ſince Chloe accepts-of my ver. 


a -g. b be- 
8 O N G * 
LOVE A TEMPEST. 


OVE'S a tempeſt, life's the ocean, 
Paſſions croſs'd the deep deform ; 

Rude and raging tho' the motion, 

Virtue fearleſs braves the ſtorm. 


Storms and tempeſts may blow over, 
And ſubſide to gentle gales ; 


So the poor deſpairing lover, 
When leaſt hoping, oft prevails. 


OVE'S a gentle gen'rous paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime delight : 

When with mutual inclination, 

Two fond hearts in one'unite. 


What are titles, pomp, or riches, 
If compar'd with true content ? 
That falſe joy which now bewitcbes, 
When obtain'd we may repent, 


Lawleſs paſſion brings vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant love, 
Is a glorious emulation | 
Of the bliſsful ſtate above. 
- © 
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6&0 NM: G3 II. 
THE CONSTANT TAR. 


OVE, like the wind, is often changing, 
Lie the ſea it ebbs and flows ; 
15 the youth whoſe heart is ranging, 
Fear the nymph whom moſt he knows. 


But g give me, Fate, one faithful das, 
To direct and guide my ſoul: 

Changing lovers then I'll ſmile at, 
She's my magnet, ſhe's my pole. 


r 


8 A III. 
TO ATTAINA LONGLIFE. 


OME hear me, my boy, haſt a mind to live long, 
Take a doſe of briſk claret, and part of à ſong; 
A gen'rous heat good wine does impart, 
And time to good muſic is beat by the heart: 
Let each be content with his own proper ſtore, 
And keep ourſelves honeſt, though the world keeps us 


poor. 


eee Ae 
18 0 XXXIV. 


ELL me, lovely ſhepherd, where 
Thou feed'ſt at noon thy fleecy care; 

Direct me to the ſweet retreat 
That guards thee from the mid-day heat; 
Leſt by thy flocks I lonely ftray, 
Without a guide, and loſe my way : 
Where reſt at noon thy bleating care, 
Gentle ſhepherd, tell me where. 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 27 


8 ON G XXXV. 


Woman. | 
OHN Anderſon my jo, cum in as ze gae by, 
And ze fall get a ſheep's heid weel baken in a pie, 
Weel baken in a pie, ,and the haggis in a pat : 
John Anderſon my jo, cum in, and ze's get that. 


Man. 
And how do ze, cummer? and how do ze thrive ? 
And how many bairns hae ze ?!—Wom.—Cummer, I hae 
five ; 5 - 
Man.—Are they to zour ain guidman ?—I/om,—No, 
Cummer, no; 1 
For four o' them were gotten quhan Willie was awa'. 


NN eden 
FN 


Sung in the Chaplet by Mr Vernon and Mrs Scott, 


t | | Damon. 

ONTENTED all day I will fit by your ſide, 
& Where poplars far ſtretching o'er-arch the cool tide; 
And while the clear river runs purling along, | 
The thruſh and the linnet contend in their ſong. 


Laura. 
Whilit you are but by me no danger I fear ; 
Ye lambs reſt in ſafety, my Damon is near; 
Bound on, ye blithe kids, now your gambols-may pleaſe, 
For my ſhepherd 1s kind, and my heart 1s at eaſe. | 
For my ſhepherd, &c. 


; Damon. 
Ye virgins of Britain, bright rivals of day, 
The wiſh of each heart, and the theme of each lay; 
Ne'er yield to the ſwain till he make you a wife, 
For he who loves truly will take you for life. 
2 For he who, &e. 
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Laura. 
Ye youths, who fear nought but the frowns of the fair, 
Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their care; 
Then ſcorn to their ruin aſſiſtance to lend, 
Nor betray the ſweet creatures you're born to defend. 
Nor betray, &c. 


Damon. 
For their honour and faith be our virgins renown'd, 
Nor falſe to his vows one young ſhepherd be found: 
Be their moments all guided by virtue and truth, 
To preferve in their age what they gain'd in their 
youth. 
To r &c. 


D 


a een. 
THE RAM BI. E. 


5 WAS at Midſummer's tide, no matter the . 
The lambkins were merry, and the birds grac d 
the ſpray, 

I rambled with Patty unto the green grove, 

Attended by no one but muſic and love. 


The murmuring brooks in ſweet harmony flow'd, 
And the ſoft breathing zephyrs ſo wantonly blow'd ; 
We rambled, we tattPd, all in the . Wi 
Attended by no one but muſic and lo | 


Flow on, ſoft meanders, in mirth ever flow, 
To waſh away ſorrow and heart aching woe; 
Let no troubles moleſt us while in the green grove, 
Attended by no one but muſic and love. 


May Fortune, e'er ſmiling, bleſs Patty and i; 
Our boſoms be ſtrangers to care, fear, or ſigh ; 
O then in ſweet raptures we'll trace the green grove | 
Attended by no one but muſic and love. | 
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S O N G XXXVIII. 
IN PRAISE OF WOMEN. 


HE lily and the bluſhing roſe 
1 To many give delight; _ 
But not a flow'r on earth that grows 

Is half ſo bright a ſight, 

As lovely women, 

Charming women, 

Pleaſing, teaſing, 

Heavenly women. 


Pray what makes cowards brave and bold: 
Or what gives poets birth ? | 

Or what makes people fond of gold? _ 3.0 
Or pleaſure dwell on earth? But lovely women, &c. 


Or what's the pageantry of kings ? 
Or pleaſures of the bowl? 
But vain, preſumptuous, gaudy things, . 
Deſtroyers of the ſoul, Unleſs ſweet women, &e. 
When men are ſore oppreſs'd with grief, 
and roam in ſearch of peace, | 
There's nought can give ſuch ſure rehef, 
And make their torments ceaſe, 
Such pow'r has women, 
Virtuous women, &c. 


Then, ſince the fair give ſuch delight, 
Aloud reſound their praiſe ; 2 
For who can view the glorious ſight 
And not their voices raiſe? To lovely women, &c. 


The rich, the poor, the bold, the brave, 
The lord, the clown, and king, 
The peaſant, courtier, prieſt, and knave, 
In diff*rent ſtrains will fing - - 
To praiſe ſweet women, &c. 
PIETY C'z 
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S8 O NG XXXIX. 
ADVICE TO THE LADIES. 


Ys nymphs, and ye ſhepherds, that join in the throng, 
tarry a while and attend to my ſong ; 

The ry: tho? ſimple, is true that I tell, 

J hope it will pleaſe you all wonderful well. 


I weñt t' other day to a walk on the green, 
And met with a laſs fair as beauty's gay queen; 
I aſk'd for a kiſs, but the damſel ſaid No, 


And ſtruggl'd and frown'd, and cry'd Pray bot me go. 


I tenderly cried, Phillis don't be a prude 3 ; 
But ftill ſhe return'd, T'll cry out if you're rude : 
The more that I prefs'd her, the more ſhe cried No, 


And ftruggl'd and 4. and cry*d Pray let me go. 


I found no intreaties would make her comply, 
Whenever I touch'd her *twas, Fye, Colin, fye; 


So I fent for a parſon, and made her my wife, 
And now I am welcome to kiſs her for life. 


Ye virgins that hear, learn example from this, 
Take care how too freely you part with a kiſs; 
Conceal for a time all the favours you can, 

For that's the beſt way to make ſure of your man. 


79% + AASA A SS * 
8 0 N G XI. 


Sung by My Beard. 
HO has e'er been at Baldock muft 4 know the 


mill, 
At the ſign of the horſe, at the foot of the hill, 
Where the grave and the gay, the clown and the bean, 
Without all diſtinction promiſcuouſly go. 
Where the grave, &c. 
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This man of the mill has a daughter ſo fair, 
With ſo pleaſing a ſhape and ſo winning an air, 
That once on the river's green bank as I ſtood, 

I'd ſwore ſhe was Venus juſt ſprung from the flood. 
That once, &c. | 


But, looking again, I perceiv'd my miſtake, 

For Venus, tho? fair, has the looks of a rake, 

While nothing but virtue and modeſty fill 

The more beautiful looks of the laſs of the mill. 
While nothing, &c. 


Prometheus ſtole fire, as the poets all ſay, 
To enliven that maſs which he modell'd of clay: 
Had Polly been with him, the beams of her eyes 
Had ſav'd him the trouble of robbing the ſkies. 
Had Polly, &c. 


Since firſt I beheld the dear laſs of the mill, 
I can never be quiet, but, do what I will, 
All day and all night I figh, and think ſtill 
I ſhall die if I have not the laſs of the mill. 
I ſhall die, &c. 


Hold, hold, ſays my neighbour, here ſtop thy career, 
Prithee finiſh thy ſong, and let's drink to the fair: 
Pray where ſtands the bottle? full brimmers we'll fill, 
Let's all drink the health of the laſs of the mill. 

Pray where, &c. | 


FFF 
SON G XII. 


N Tay's fair banks you've often ſaid, 
You wiſh'd that I wou'd try to love ye, 

And you'd do all to pleaſe your maid, 

But fear'd my lot was far above ye. 
I heed not dad, nor mother's ſcorn ; 

Love gives to me my lad ſae bonny, — © 
We for each other ſure are born, 5 — 2 

Then take me to your arms my Johnny!!! 
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My birth they ſay was high, and ſo, 
For greater bliſs they did deſign me, 
They'd have me fly from one ſo low, 

But love and fate to you incline me. 


I heed not dad, &c. As above.. 


But ſince I ſpeak my honeſt mind, 
And ſwear that you're the ſwain to pleaſe me, 
Will you be tender, fond, and kind, 
And never wiſh to leave or teaze me ? 
I heed not dad, &c. 


I know your heart is good and true 
As any laird's, ſo let's not tarry, 
To Tay's fam'd ſtream we'll bid adieu, 
For folks in love *tis beſt to marry. 

I heed not dad, &c. 


* NN N K R r*, & 
e M. 
THE WAIL OF SUSAN. 


Os all the wide ocean the billows were rolling, 

1 Mid torrents of hail the dread thunder did roar ; 
And loud from the mountains the tempeſt was howkog), 
When Sue ſat to welcome her lover on ſhore. 

«© On me, ye rude winds! (Maid ſhe) vent all your fury, 
«© Why o'er the deep ocean ſo boiſt'rouſſy roar ye? 

« Oh! ſpare in your ire my dear Jack, I implore ye! 
« And ſend him ſafe back to the arms of his Sue!“ 


Now full in her view, o'er the foaming waves driven, 
Diſmaſted and ſhatter'd, the veſſel appears ; 
Deſpairing and wild, ſhe addreſs'd her to Heaven, 
And es, 25 ſoft treſſes, mid torrents of tears. 7 
% Avaunt, ye rude billows ! ceaſe farther to move here! 
« Ye hurricanes dreadful ! your bluſt*ring give over, 
« Nor cruelly twin a fond maid of her lover! 
« Ah! "wh if JT's: . will become of his 

« gue? 
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Alas, hapleſs nymph ! how prophetic thy doubts are ! 

How fruitleſs thy ftay ! well-a-day ! and how van ! 

In view o'er the waves, ſee! your Jack lifeleſs floats 
there, 

A victim, ah me! to the rage of the main ! 

Now frantic, now ſpeechleſs, the ſtedfaſtly views him, 

„ Yet bear him, kind billows! (ſhe cries) to my bo- 
« fom! | | 

« Within my fond arms Þ'll for ever incloſe him, 

Nor ſhall cruel death ſep'rate Jack from his Sue!“ 


To burſt with deep ſighs her fair boſom was ready, 
As frantic her lifeleſs poor ſailor ſhe ey d, 
When, all on a ſudden, a ſwift wheeling eddy, 
Inurn'd him, poor youth ! in the deep roaring tide. 
Yet {till in her fancy the fond virgin fees him, 
And eager ſhe plung'd in the main to embrace him, 
And ſunk with her ; "a to the ſhade of Elyſium 
Allotted for lovers like Jack and his Sue. A. E. 


+ KORS 


$ ON G XIII. 
THE SPINNING WHEEL. Set by Dr Arne. 


O eaſe his heart, and own his flame, 
Blithe Jockey to young Jenny came, 
But, tho? ſhe lik'd him paſſing weel, 
She careleſs turn'd her ſpinning wheel. 


Her milk-white hand he did extol, 
And prais'd her fingers long and ſmall : 
Unuſual joy her heart did feel, $5 
But ſtill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning wheel. 


Then round about her lender waiſt 
He claſp'd his arms, and her embrac'd ; 
To kiſs her hand he down did kneel, 
But yet ſhe turn'd her ſpinning wheel. 
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With gentle voice ſhe bid him riſe, 
He bleſs'd her neck, her lips, and eyes: 
Her fondneſs ſhe could ſcarce conceal, 
Yet ſtill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning wheel. 


Till, bolder grown, ſo cloſe he preſs'd, 
His wanton thoughts ſhe quickly gueſs'd ; 
Then puſh'd him from the rock and reel, 
And angry turn'd her ſpinning wheel. 


At laſt when ſhe began to chide, 
He ſwore he meant her for his bride ; 
Twas then her love ſhe did reveal, 
And flung away her ſpinning wheel. 


FEE 
8 10:8 O -Hww. 
MINGLING OF SOULS. 


| 'OU'D you know how we meet o'er our jolly 
full bowls? = 

As we mingle our liquors, we mingle our ſouls ; - | 

The ſweet melts the ſharp, the kind ſoothes the ſtrong, 

And nothing but friendſhip grows all the night long : 

We drink, laugh, and celebrate every deſire, 

Love only remains our unquenchable fire. 


l IOLDEL OLE 
SON G XIV. 


JESSAMOND MIL I. 


O ſing of the nymph and her cot, 
Each bard will oft flouriſh, his quill, 
I'm glad it has fallen to my lot 
To celebrate Jeſſamond mill. 


When Spring hither winds her career, 
Our trees and our hedges to fill; 
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Vaſt oceans of verdure appear; 
Jo charm you at Jeſſamond mill. 


To plant every rural delight, 
' Here nature has laviſh'd her ſkill; 
Here fragrant breezes unite, 

And wanton round Jeſſamond mill; 


When filence each ev'ning here dwells, 
The birds in coverts all fill, 
No muſic in ſweetneſs excels 


The clacking of Jeſſamond mill. 


Reclin'd by the verge of the ſtream, 
Or ſtretch'd on the fide of the hill, 
I'm never in want of a theme, 


While leering at Jeſſamond mill. 


Sure Venus ſome plot has deſign'd, 
Or why is my heart never ſtill, 
Whenever it pops in my mind 
To wander near Jeſſamond mill. 


My object, ye ſwains, you will gueſs, 
If ever in love you had ſkill ; | 

And, faith, I will frankly confeſs, 
*Tis Jenny at Jeſſamond mill. 


c EOS 
SON G XVI. 
WROTE for a LADY. 


W EE not, ye ſtreams of ſilver Tay; 
Nor mourn, ye flow'ry banks ſae bonny ! 
Tho? wars have call'd my love away, | 
Heav'n will protect my faithful Johnny. 
*Twas Fame that urg'd him to the field, 
"Twas Fame inſpir'd him thus to leave me; 
Pleas'd, I ſurvey'd the glitt'ring ſhield, 2 
But ah! how much our parting grieves me! | ] 
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Let dad and fretful mother ſcold, 

And for ſome richer laird deſign me; 
Vet neither pow'r, nor pomp, nor gold, 
From youthful Johnny ſhall incline me. 

Twas Fame, &c.——As above. 


What's wealth compar'd to him I love? 
Joo him for ever fond to pleaſe me? 
The live long day beneath the grove 
To kiſs, to clap, to bleſs and ſqueeze me 
"Twas Fame, &c. 


Weep not, ye ſtreams of filver Tay! 
Nor mourn, ye flow'ry banks ſae bonny! 
Tho? arms allur'd my love away 
Hear n will return unhurt, my Johnny. 
"Twas Fame, &c. 


s ON G XLVIL 
A DUE T. Tune, Guardian Angels. 


UARDIAN angels! hov'ring near me, 
Save a lover ſick with care 
Nor from faireſt Myra tear me, 
Oh! *twill heighten my deſpair ! 
May I with her ſpend the day, 
In raptures paſs my years away; 
And ſhould I from theſe ſhades remove, 
Deign to waft along my love. 


Myra. 

Venus queen of love and beauty, 

Parent of ſoft am'rous pain, 
Little Cupid ! do thy duty, 

Bind me to my tender ſwain. 
Reaſon I to love muſt yield, 
Love victorious wins the field: 
Hence, ye ſons of wealth away ! 
I' my ſhepherd lad obey. 


e 
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Damon. 
Come, ye Cupids ! twine the myrtle, 
Bring along the ſweets of May, 
Wreathe a flow'r enamel'd kirtle, 
For my Myra's wedding day. 


Both. 
Innocence, and meek-ey'd Love, 
Peace, —lnhabitant above, 
Toys harmonious deſcend, 
All our moments to attend. 


S O N G XLVIII. 


HE ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with gold, 
And the meadows all ſpangl'd with dew-drops be- 

hold; 

The lark's early matin proclaims the new day, 

And the horn's chearful ſummons rebukes our delay. 

With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can vie, 

While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 

Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 


Follow, follow, follow the hounds in full cry. 


| | | 

Let the drudge of. the towiſdake riches his ſport, _ 
And the ſlave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the court, 
No care nor ambition cur pleaſures annoy, 171 
But innocence ſtill gives a zeſt to our joy. 


With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 
The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee; 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place; 
Tho? often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace, 
With the ſports of the field, cc. 


The cit hunts a plum, the ſoldier hunts fame; 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name 
5 
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And the artful coquette, tho? ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 
Yet in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and wealth, 
All the bleſſings we aſk is the bleſſing of health; 
With hounds and with horns thro' the woodlands to 
roam, 
And when tir'd abroad find contentment at home. 


With the ſports of the field, &c. 


VV VYATVATVT4AVAV VA W464 WV AW 
$:-0 N--G XLIX. 


Y dog and my miſtreſs are both of a kind, 
As fickle as fancy, inconſtant as wind; 

My dog follows ev'ry ſtrange heel in the ſtreets, 

And my miſtreſs is fond of each fellow ſhe meets, 

Yet in ſpite of her arts I'll not make the leaſt ſtrife, 


But be cheary, and merry, and happy through life. 


Go Miſs where ſhe will, and whenever ſhe pleaſe, 
Her conduct ſhall ne'er my philoſophy teaſe ; 7 
Her freedom ſhall never embitter my glee, 

One woman's the ſame as another to me ; 

So, in ſpite of her airs, Pll not make the leaſt ftrife, 
But be cheary, and merry, and happy thro? life. 


I laugh at the wretches who ſtupidly pine, 
For falſe-hearted gipſies, they title divine 
At worlt of my love fits no phyſic I aſk, 
But that which is found in the bowl or the flaſk ; 
For go things how they will, I'll not make the leaſt ſtrife, 


But be cheary, and merry, and happy thro? life. 


The girl that behaves with good-humour and ſenſe, 
Shall {till to my heart have the warmeſt pretence ; 
And for thoſe that would jilt me, deceive, and betray, 
In honeiter bumpers I'll waſh them away. 
Tis my final reſolve, not to make the leaſt ftrife, 


But be cheary, and merry, and happy thro? lite, 
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S O NG L. 
THE WIS H. By a Lady. 


F ever, O Hymen, I add to thy tribe, 

Let ſuch be my partner the muſe ſhall deſcribe, 
Not in party, or ſtature, too high nor too low, 

Not the leaſt of a clown, nor too much of the beau; 
No fribble, who's taſte in my dreſs muſt be ſhewn, 
Nor coxcomb, too laviſhly fond of his own ; 

No pedant in ſenſe, nor conceited young ſmart, 

For wiſdom and conduct muſt u my heart. 


Be manly his preſence, engaging his air, 

His temper ſtill yielding, and mind as ſincere; 
No dupe to his paſſions, 'gainſt reaſon to move, 
But kind to the ſweeteſt, the paſſion. of love. 
Let honour, commendable pride of the ſex, 
His actions direct, and his principles fix; 

Then groundleſs ſuſpicions he'll never ſurmiſe, 
Nor with jealouſy read ev'ry glance of my: eyes. 


When ſuch a bleſt youth ſhall approve my ſmall charms, 
And no thoughts of intereſt his boſom alarms, 

In wedlock I'Il join with a mutual defire, | 

And prudence ſhall cheriſh the wayering fire. 

Thus life will glide on unperceiv'd in decay, 

Each night ſhall be bliſsful, and happy each day. 

Such a partner, grant heaven! with my prayers comply; ; 
Or a maid let me live, and a maid let me die. 


Ke bet MKK 
- 8 ON ee 
I'VE BEEN COURTING. 


VE been courting at a r I 
Theſe twenty days and mair; bsw 
D 2 0 34 2 iu 
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Her father winna gie me her, 
She has fic a gleib of gear. 
But gin I had her where I wou'd 
Amang the hether here, 
I'd ftrive to win her kindneſs, 
For a' her father's care. 


For ſhe's a bonny ſonſie laſs, 
An armsfu' I ſwear ; 

I wou'd marry her without a coat, 
Or e'er a plack o' gear. 

For, truſt me, when f ſaw her firſt, 
She gae me ſic a wound, 

That a' the doctors i' the earth 
Can never mak' me ſound. 


For when ſhe's abſent frae my fight, 
I think upon her ſtill; 

And when I ſleep, or when I wake, 
She does my ſenſes fill. 

May Heav'ns guard the bonny laſs 
That ſweetens a“ my life; 

ns ſhame fa* me gin e' er I ſeek. 
Anither for my wife. | 
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8 O NG LII. 


VARIETY. 


A SK you who i ſinging here, 
Who ſo blithe can thus appear? 


I'm the child of joy and glee, 
And * name's 27 217 


Ne'er bans I a clouded * 
Swift I change from place to place, 
Ever wand'ring, ever free, 


Such am I, Variety. = 
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Like a bird that ſkims the air, 
Here and there and ev'ry where, 
Sip my pleaſures like a bee, 
Nothing's like Variety. 


Love's ſweet paſſion warms my breaſt, 
Roving love but breaks my reſt ; 
One good heart's enough for me, 
Tho' my name's Variety. 


Crouded ſcenes and lonely grove, 
All by turns I can improve; 
Follow, follow, follow me, 


Friend of life, Variety. 


SLE LE ED DE FREE TE FETRGV 
| 8 ON OG III. 


LL hail to the day that merits more praiſe 
Than all other days in the year; 
And bleſs'd be the night that giveth delight 
To the poor man as well as the peer. 
May good fortune attend every honeſt man's friend, 
That does the beſt that he may; 
Forgetting all wrong in a cup and a ſong, 
We'll drive the cold winter away. 


Let miſery pack, and a whip at her back, 
Down down the Tartarian flood; 

And let envy be drown'd in a river profound, 
He that envies another man's good. 

May ſorrow's expence come a thouſand years hence, 
In payments of a long delay, 

For we'll ſpend the whole night in an honeſt delight, 
Juſt to drive the cold winter away. 


The courtiers of ſtate ſet open their gate, 
And bid a free welcome to moſt, 

The city likewiſe, tho? ſomething preciſe, 

Does not fail for to bring forth a roaſt. 
Ds 
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But by all report, both of city and court, 
In the country we bear the ſway, 

Our money 1s ſpent with a better intent 
When to drive the cold winter away. 


Now let each individual ſhake hands with a grace; 
May friendibip's firm ties ever bind 

The honeſt man's hand, and the honeſt man's heart; 
May his temples with olives be twin'd. 

From henceforth let knaves be chain'd to deep graves, 
For an honeſt man will bear the ſway, 

His money is ſpent with a noble intent 
When to drown the fatigues of the day, 
And to drive the cold winter away. 


ECL TELL LETT LEI: 
8:0 N- LI. 
TULLOCHGORUM. 
Written by a Clergyman at Aberdeen. 


Fiddlers, your pins in temper fix, 
And roſet weel your fiddle ſlicks, 
Brit hauiſu vile Italian tricks 
Frae out your quorum, 
Nor fortes wi pianos mix, 
Gie's Tullochgorum. R. Fzxcus son. 


OME gie's a ſang, the lady cry'd, 
And lay your diſputes all afide, 

What ſignifies't for folks to chide 

For what's been done before them? 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
Whig and Tory, Whig and Tory, 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 

To drop their whipmegmorum. 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
Fo ſpend this night with mirth and glee, 
And chearfu' ſing alang wi' me 

The reel of Tullochgorum. 
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Tullochgorum's my delight, 
It gars us a” in ane unite, | 
And ony ſumph that keeps up ſpite, 
In conſcience I abhor him. 
Blithe and merry we's be a', 
Blithe and merry, blithe and merry, 
Blithe and merry we's be a', 
To mak? a chearfu* quorum. 
Blithe and merry we's be a', 
As lang as we hae breath to draw, 
And dance, till we be like to fa”, 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 


There needs na? be fac great a phraſe 
Wi' dringing dull Italian lays, 

I wadna” gre our ain Strathſpeys 
For half a hundred ſcore o'em. 
They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 
Douff and dowie, douff and dowie, 
They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 
Wy a' their variorum. | 
They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 

Their allegro's, and a' the reſt, 
They cannot pleaſe a Highland taſte, 
- Compar'd wi' Tullochgorum. 


Let warldly minds themſelves oppreſs, 


Wy! fear of want, and double ceſs, 
And ſilly ſauls themſelves diſtreſs 
Wi“ keeping up decorum. 
Shall we ſae ſour and ſulky fit, 
Sour and ſulky, ſour and ſulky, 
Shall we fae ſour and ſulky fit, 
Like auld Philoſophorum ? 
Shall we fae ſour and ſulky fit, 
Wi' neither ſenſe, nor mirth, nor wit, 
And canna' riſe to ſhake a fit 
At the reel of Tullochgorum. 


May choiceſt bleſſings fill attend 
Each honeſt hearted open friend, 
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And calm and quiet be his end, 

Be a' that's good before him! 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
Peace and plenty, peace and plenty, 
May peace and plenty be his, lot, 

And dainties a' great {tore 0? em! 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
Unſtain'd by any vicious blot ! 

And may he never want a groat 


That's fond of Tullochgorum. 


But for the diſcontented fool, 
Who wants to be oppreſſion's tool, 
May envy gnaw his rotten ſoul, 

And blackeſt fiends devour him! 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 
Dole and ſorrow, dole and ſorrow, 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 

And honeſt ſouls abhor him ! 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 
And a' the ills that come frae France, 
Who'er he be that winna dance, 
The reel of Tullochgorum ! 


WSUS ES USELESS ESTES ESHSES $3 


EAVE, neighbours, your work, and to ) ſport and 


— 


tm. 


THE MILLER'S WEDDING. 


to pla 


Let the tabour ftrike up, and the village be gay: 
Let the tabour, &c. 


No day thro? the year ſhall more chearful be ſeen, | 
For Ralph of the mill marries Sue of the green. 


For Ralph, &c. 
Chor. IT love [tins and Sue loves me, 


And while the wind blows, 
And while the mill goes, 
Who'll be ſo happy, ſo happy as we. 
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Let lords and fine folks, who for wealth take a bride, 

Be married to day, and to-morrow be cloy'd ; 
My body 1s ſtout, and my heart 1s as ſound, 
And my love, like my courage, will never give ground. 
I love Sue, &e. | 


Let ladies of faſhion the beſt jointures wed, 
And prudently take the beſt bidders to bed; 
Such ſigning and ſealing's no part of our bliſs, 
We ſettle our hearts, and we ſeal with a kiſs. 

I love Sue, &c. 


Tho? Ralph is not courtly, nor one of your beaus, 
Nor bounces, nor flutters, nor wears your fine clothes, 
In nothing he'll follow from folks of high life, 

Nor e'er turn his back on his friend or his wife. 
I love Sue, &c. 


While thus I am able to work at my mill, 
While thus thou art kind, and thy tongue but lies ſil, 
Our joys ſhall continue, and ever be new, 1 
And none be ſo happy as Ralph and his Sue. 

I love Sue, &c. 


„„ 
8 0 O  INL 
MY MOTHER DID SO BEFORE ME. 


[| AM a briſk young lively laſs, 
A little more than twenty, 
And, by my comely air and dreſs, 
I can have ſweet-hearts plenty ; 
But I'll beware of wedlock's ſnare, 
Tho? dying ſwains adore me 5 
The men I'll teaze myſelf to pleaſe, 
My mother did ſo before me. 


In rich bedaaides; and diamonds bright, 
Like gayeſt ſprings delighting, 
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My parts and humour ſhall unite 


To make me more inviting : 

For I'll advance, and learn to dance, 
To pleaſe ſhall be my glory ; 

II — to trace each ſtep with grace, 
My mother did ſo before me. 


I'll dreſs as fine as fine can be, 
My pride ſhall be my pleaſure ; 

And tho” the neighbours envy me, 
To mind them I've no leiſure. 

Pll take delight, both day nd * 
To be talk'd of in ſtory 

PII have it ſaid, There ſhines a maid! 
My mother did ſo before me. 


To park and play I'll often go, 
To ſpend each leiſure hour; 
I'II walk and talk with ev'ry beau, 
And make them feel my pow'r. 
But if a dart ſhould pierce my heart, 
From one that does adore me, 
We'll wed and kiſs, what harm in this ? 
My mother did ſo before me. 


Then will I manage, * I wed, 
My huſband to perfection; 
For, as good wives have often ſaid, 
Keep huſbands in ſubjection. i 
No ſnarling fool ſhall o'er me rule, 
Or &er eclipſe my glory ; 
I'll let him ſee I'll miſtreſs be, 
My mother did ſo before me. 


.. 
0 en . EVIL 


Y the fide of a ſtream, at the foot of a bill MM 
I met with young Phebe who lives at the mill ; 
- My heart leap'd with joy, at ſo pleaſing a light, 701 
For Phebe, I vow, is my only * 
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I told her my love and ſat down by her ſide, 
And ſwore the next morning I'd make her my bride 
In anger ſhe ſaid, Get out of my ſight, 
And go to your Phillis you met here laſt night. 


Surpriz'd, I reply'd, Pray explain what you mean, 
I never, I vow, with young Phillis was ſeen ; 
Nor can I conceive what my Phebe is at. 
O!] can't you? ſhe cry'd : well, I love you for that. 


Say, did not you meet her laſt night on this ſpot ? 
O Colin! O Colin! you can't have forgot; - 

I heard the whole ſtory this morning from Mat; 
You ftill may deny it, I love you for that. 


"Tis falſe, I reply'd, dear Phebe believe, 
For Mat is a rover, and means to deceive : 
You very well know he has ruin'd young Pat, 
And ſure my dear charmer muſt hate him for that. 


Come, come then, ſhe cry'd, if you mean to be kind, 
I'll own *twas to know the true ftate of your mind. 
Tranſported, I kiſs'd her, ſhe gave me a pat; 

I wade her my wife, and ſhe loves me for that. 


. - 


8 ON & LYNE 
THE COUNTRY WEDDING. 
OME haſte to the wedding, ye friends and ye 


neighbours, 

The lovers their bliſs can no longer delay : 
Forget all your ſorrows, your cares, and your labours, 
And let ev'ry heart beat with rapture to-day. 
Ye votaries all attend to my call, 

Come revel in pleaſures that neyer can cloy ; 
Come ſee rural felicity, 

Which Love and Innocence ever enjoy. 

Come ſec, &c. 


48 A COLLECTION 


Let envy, let pride, let hate and ambition, 
Still crowd to, and beat at the breaſt of the great; 
To ſuch wretched paſſions we give no admiſſion, 
But leave them alone to the wiſe ones of ſtate. 
We boaſt of no wealth but contentment and health, 
In mirth and in friendſhip our moments employ, 
Come ſee, &c. 


With reaſon we taſte of each heart- ſtirring pleaſure; 
With reaſon we drink of the full-flowing bowl, 
Are jocund and gay, but all within meaſure, 
For fatal exceſs will enſlave the free ſoul. 
Then come at our bidding to this happy wedding, 
No care ſhall obtrude here our bliſs to annoy, 
Come ſee, &c. ; 


HIKE IT HI MISHSE REF RE IKE 
6 ee . 
The LASS at the BROW of the HILL. 


T the brow of a hill a fair ſhepherdeſs dwelt, 

Who the pangs of ambition or love ne'er had felt, 
A few ſober maxims ſtill ran in her head, | 
*'Twas better to earn e' er ſhe ate her brown bread ; 
That to rife with the lark was conducive to health; 
And to folk in a cottage contentment was wealth. 


Young Roger that liv'd in the valley below, 
Who at church and at market was reckon'd a beau, 
Wou'd oftentimes try o'er her heart to prevail, 
And would reſt on his pitchfork to tell her his tale; 
With his winning behaviour he ſo wrought on her heart, 
That, quite artleſs herſelf, ſhe ſuſpected no art. 


He flatter'd, proteſted, he kneel'd and implor'd ; 
And would lie with the grandeur and air of a lord, 
Her eyes he commended, with language well dreſt, 
And enlarg'd on the tortures he felt in his breaſt ; 
With his fighs and his tears he ſo ſoften'd her mind, 

That, in downright compaſſion, to love the inclin'd. 


But as ſoon as he'd melted the ice of her breaſt, 
The heat of his paſſion in a moment decreas'd ; 
And now he goes — all over the vale, 

s to Suſan and Nell: 
Tho? he ſees her but ſeldom he's always in haſte, 
And whenever he mentions her, makes her his jeſt. 


And boaſts of his conqueſ 
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Take heed, ye young maidens of Britain's gay ifle, 


How ye venture your hearts for a look or a ſmile ; 
For young Cupid is artful, and virgins are frail, 


And you'll find a falſe Roger in every vale, 


Who to court you, and tempt you, will try all their fall, 


But remember the laſs at the brow of the hill. 
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S O N EX 
THE GAWEKETIE. 


LITH young Beſs to Jean did ſay, 
Will ye gang to yon ſunny brae, 
Where flocks do feed, and herds do ſtray, 
And ſport a while wi' Jamie? 
Ah na, laſs, I'll no gang there, 
Nor about Jamie tak? nae care, 
Nor about Jamie tak' nae care, 


For he's ta'en up wi' Maggy. 


For hark, and I will tell you, laſs, 
Did I not ſee your Jamie paſs, 
WY! muckle gladneſs in his face, 
Out o'er the muir to Maggy. 
I wat he gae her mony a kiſs, 
And Maggy took them ne'er amiſs : 
"Tween ilka ſmack pleas'd her wi” this, 
That Beſs was but a gawkie. | 


For when e'er a civil kiſs I ſeek, 
She turns her head, and thraws her check, 
E 
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And for an hour ſhe'll ſcarcely ſpeak ; 
| _ Who'd not call her a gawkie ? 
But ſure my Maggy has mair ſenſe, 

She*ll gi 'e a ſcore without offence ; 

Now gre me ane unto the menſe, 


And ye ſhall be my dawtie. 


O Jamie, ye ha'e mony ta'en, 
But I will never ſtand for ane, 
Or twa, when we do meet again, 

- Sac ne'er think me a gawkie. 
Ah na, laſs, that ne'er can be, 
Sic thoughts as theſe are far frae me, 
Or ony thy ſweet face that ſee, 

E'er to think thee a gawkie. 


But, whiſht, nae mair of this we'll ſpeak, 

For yonder Jamie does us meet; 

Inſtead of Meg he kiſs'd ſae ſweet, 

I trow he likes the gawkie. 

O dear Beſs, I hardly knew, 

When I came by, your gown 's ſae new, 
I think you've got it wet wr dew, 
Quoth ſhe, that's like a gawkie. 


It's wat wi” dew, and *twill get rain, 

And I'll get gowns when it is gane, 

Sae ye may gang the gate you came, 
And tell it to your dawtie, 

The guilt appear'd in Jamie's cheek, 

He cried, O cruel maid ! but Gone, 

If I ſhould gang another gate, 


I n&er cou'd meet my dawtie. 
F 
| S076 0+ LIL - 

PLATO” s ADVICE. 


AYS Plato, Why ſhould man be vain ? 
Since bounteous Heav'n hath made him great? 
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Why look with inſolent diſdain 
On thoſe undeck?d with wealth or ſtate? 
Can coſtly robes, or beds of down, 
Or all the gems that deck the fair; 
Can all the glories of a crown 
Give health, or eaſe the brow of Care ? 


The ſcepter'd king, the burden'd fave, 
The humble and the haughty die; 

The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 
In duſt, without diſtinction he. 

Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 
Who once the greateſt titles wore, 

Of wealth and glory they're bereft, 

And all their honours are no more. 


So flies the meteor thro? the ſkies, 

And ſpreads along a gilded train ; 

When ſhot—tis gone; its beauty dies, 
Diſſolves to common air again. | 

So *tis with us, my jovial fouls, — 

Let friendſhip reign, while here we ſtay : 

Let's crown our joy with flowing bowls ; - 
When Jove commands we ms obey. 
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A MASON SONG. 

By a Brother of the Lodge of St Luke, Edinburgh. © 

Tune, In the garb of old Gaul. 

N the dreſs of Free Maſons, fit garments for Jove, 
With the ſtrongeſt attachment, true brotherly love, 

We now are aſſembl'd, all jovial and free, * 


For who are ſo wiſe, and ſo happy as we? 
ok | 
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And fince we're bound by ſecrecy to unity and love, 
Let us, like brethren, faithful to ev'ry brother prove : 
Thus, hand in hand, let's firmly ſtand, 

All Maſons in a ring, 
Protectors of our native land, 


The Craft, and the King. 


Tho? ſome, with ambition, for glory contend, 
And when they've attain'd it, deſpiſe each poor friend, 
Yet a Maſon, tho? noble, his fame to inſure, 
Counts each Maſon his brother tho? ever ſo poor, 

And fince we're bound, &c. 


But not to our brethren alone we confine 
That brotherly love, that affection divine 
For our kind-hearted ſiſters in that bear a ſhare, 
And, as we admire, we're belov'd by the fair. 

And ſince we're bound by ſecrecy to unity and love, 

Let us, like brethren, faithful ſtil to ev'ry ſiſter 


prove, &c. 


With juſtice, with candour, our boſoms are warm'd, 
Our tongues are with truth and ſincerity arm'd 
We're loyal, we're truſty, we're faithful to thoſe, 
Who treat us as friends, and we ſmile at our foes. 
And fince we're bound, &c. 


We bend to the King, to our Mafter we bend; 
For theſe are the rulers we're bound to defend: 
And when ſuch a King, ſuch a Maſter ariſe, | 
As Britons, as Maſons, we've caule to rejoice. 

And ſince we're bound, &c. 


„- „-o. ore. 


0 LXIII. 
The QUEEN of the MAY. 
Jenny. TERN winter has left us, the trees are in 


bloom, 


And cowſlips and vi'lets the meadows perfume; 


in 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 53 


While kids are diſporting, and birds fill the ſpray, 
I wait but for Jockey to hail the new May. 


Jocley. Among the young lilies, my Jenny, I've ſtray'd, 
Pinks, daifies, and woodbines I bring to my maid ; - 
Here's thyme ſweetly ſmelling, and lavender gay, 
A poſy to form for my Queen of the May. 


Jenny. Ah! Jockey, I fear you intend to beguile, 
When ſeated with Molly laſt night on the ſtile, 


You ſwore that you'd love her for ever and ay, 


Forgetting poor Jenny, your Queen of the May. 
Feckey. Young Willy is handſome, in ſhepherd's green 


reſt, | | 
He gave you theſe ribbons that hang at your breaſt, 
Beſides three ſweet kiſſes upon the new hayz 
Was that done hke Jenny, the Queen of the May ? 


Jenny. This garland of roſes no longer I prize, 
Since Jockey, falſe-hearted, his paſſion denies : 
Ye flowers, ſo blooming, this inſtant decay, 
For Jenny's no longer the Queen of the May. 


Fockey, Believe me, dear maiden, your lover | you 
wrong, | | 
Your name is for ever the theme of my ſong ; _ 


From the dews of pale eve* to the dawning of dar, | 


I ſing but of Jenny, my Queen of the May. | 
Jenny. Again, balmy comfort with tranſport I view, 
My fears are all vaniſh'd ſince [Jockey is true: 
Then to our blithe ſhepherds the news I'Il convey, 
That Jenny alone you've crown'd Queen of the Mar. 


Jockey. Come all you young lovers, I pray you draw near, 
Avoid all ſuſpicion, whate'er may appear; 
Believe not your eyes, left your peace they betray : 
Then come, my dear Jenny, and hail the new May. 


Come all young lovers, &c. — 2 
nm 
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$ O N G IV. 
HIGHLAND QUE E N. 


O more my ſong ſhall be, ye ſwains, 
Of purling ſtreams, or flow' ry plains; 
More pleaſing beauties me inſpire, 
And Phoebus tunes the warbling lyre: 
Divinely aided, thus I mean 
To celebrate my Highland Queen. 


In her, beet! innocence you'll find, 
With freedom, truth, and beauty join'd ; 
From pride and affectation free, 
Alike ſne ſmiles on you and me. 6 
The brighteſt nymph that trips the green, 
1 has pronounce my Highland Queen. 


No ſordid wiſh, or trifiiog joy, 
Her ſettled calm of mind deftroy ; 
Strict honaur fills her ſpotleſs ſoul, 
And adds a luſtre to the whole; 

A matchleſs ſhape, a graceful mein, 
All centre in my Highland Queen. 


How bleſt that youth, whom gentle Fate 
1 Has deſtin'd for ſo fair a mate; | 
9 Has all theſe wond'rous gifts in ſtore, 
| And each returning day brings more: 
No youth ſo happy can be ſeen, 
er Tore, my eee Queen. 


aaa. 


. 
HIGHLAND KING. 
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E muſes nine, O lend your aid, 
Inſpire a tender baſhful maid, 
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That's lately yielded up her heart 

A conqueſt to Love's pow'rful dart, 

And now would fain attempt to ſing 

The praiſes of my Highland King. , 


Jamie, the pride of all the green, , 
Is juſt my age, e' en gay fifteen ; 
When firſt I ſaw him, *twas the day 
That uſhers in the ſprightly May, 
When firſt I felt Love's pow'rful ſting, 
And figh'd for my dear Highland King. 


With him, for beauty, ſhape, and air, 
No other ſhepherd can compare; 
Good-nature, honelty, and truth, 
Adorn the dear, the matchleſs youth, 
And graces, more than I can ſing, 
Bedeck my charming Highland King. 


Would once the deareſt boy but ſay, | 


"Tis you I love; come, come away, 

Unto the kirk, my love, let's hie ; 

Ye gods! in rapture I'd comply ; 

And I ſhould then have cauſe to fing 

The praiſes of my Highland King. 

* * „ , N N H MN. 
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For two Voices. 


Ow hard is the fortune of all woman-kind ? 
For ever ſubjected; for ever confin'd. 
Our parents controul us until we are wives, 


And our huſbands enſlave us the reſt of our lives. 


If only we love, yet we dare not reveal, 
But ſecretly languiſh, compel'd to conceal : 
Deny'd ev'ry pleaſure of life to enjoy, £ 
We're ſham'd if we're kind, and we're blam'd if we're 


coy. 


=- 
, 
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S ON G LXVII. 
MAKE HAY WHILE THE SUN SHINES. 


9 IS a maxim I hold, while I live to purſue, 
Not a thing to defer which to-day I can do : 

This piece of good counſel attend to, I pray, 

For while the ſun ſhines is the time to make hay. 


Attend the dear nymph to an arbour or grove, 
To her ear gently pour the ſweet poiſon of love : 
With kiſſes and preſſes your rapture convey, 

For while the ſun ſhines is the time to make hay. 


If Chloe is kind, and gives ear to your plaint, 
Declare your whole ſentiments, free from reſtraint, 
Enforce your petition, and make no delay, 

For while the ſun ſhines 1s the time to make hay. 


But, ſhould you the preſent occaſion let paſs, 
The world may, with juſtice, proclaim you an als : 
Then briſkly attack her—if longer you ſtay, 
The ſun may not ſhine, and you cannot make hay. 


FCC 
S O N G LXVIII. 


ROSLINCASTLE. 


9 WAS in that ſeaſon of the year, 
| When all things gay and ſweet appear, 
That Colin with the morning ray; | 
Aroſe, and ſung his rural lay; 
Of Nanny's charms the ſhepherd ſung, 
The hills and dales with Nanny rung, 
While Roſlin caftle heard the ſwain, 
And echo'd back the cheerful ſtrain. 


Awake, fweet muſe, the breathing fpring, 
With rapture warms, awake and fing ; 
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Awake, and join the vocal throng, 
And hail the morning with a ſong : 

To Nanny raiſe the chearful lay, 

O bid her haſte and eome away; : 
In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, 7 
And add new graces to the morn. 


O hark, my love, on ev'ry ſpray 
Each feather'd warbler tunes has lay ; 
"Tis beauty fires the raviſh'd throng, 
And love inſpires the melting ſong : 
Then let my raviſh'd notes ariſe, 

For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes, 
And love my riſing boſom warms, 


And fills my ſoul with ſweet alarms. 


O come, my love, thy Colin's lay, 
With rapture calls, O come away ; 
Come, while the muſe this wreath ſhall twine 
Around that modeſt brow of thine. 
O hither haſte, and with thee bring 
That beauty, blooming like the ſpring, 
Thoſe graces that divinely ſhine, | 
And charm this raviſh'd heart of mine. 


+$$++$$$+4#4++4+4++4%%% *r 
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Same Tune, 


ROM Roſlin caſtle's echoing walls 
Reſounds my ſhepherd's ardent calls, 
My Colin bids me come away, 
And love demands I ſhould obey. 
His melting train and tuneful lay 
So much the charms of love diſplay, 
I yield—nor longer can refrain 
To own my love, and bleſs my ſwain. 


No longer can my heart conceal 
The painful pleaſing flame I feel, 
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My ſoul retorts the am'rous ſtrain, 

And echoes back in love again. 

Where lurks my ſongſter ? from what grove 
Does Colin pour his notes of love ? 

O bring me to the happy bower, 

Where mutual love may bliſs ſecure. 


Ye vocal hills that catch the ſong, 
Repeating, as it flies along, 
To Colin's ear my ſtrain convey, 
And ſay, I haſte to come away. 
Ye zephyrs ſoft that fan the gale, 
Waft to my love the ſoothing tale ; 
In whiſpers all my ſoul expreſs, 
And tell, I haſte his arms to bleſs. 


* KEENE 


840-40: IA. 


BANNOCKS OF BARLEY MEAL. 


MI name is Argyle: you may think it ſtrange 
To live at the court, and never to change, 
All falſehood and flattery I do diſdain, | 
In my ſecret thoughts no deceit ſhall remain : 
In ſiege or in battle I ne'er was diſgrac'd ; 

I always my king and my country have fac'd ; 
Pl do any thing for my country's weal, 

I'd live upo? bannocks o' barley-meal. 


Adieu to the courtiers of London town, 
For to my ain country I will gang down ; 
At the ſight of Kirkcaldy ance again, 
Pl cock up my bonnet and march amain. 
O the muckle de'il tak? a? your noiſe and ſtrife, 
I'm fully reſolv'd for a country life, 
Where a' the braw laſſes, wha ken me weel, 


Will feed me wi' bannocks o' barley- meal. 


I'll quickly lay down my ſword and my gun, 
And I'll put my plaid and my bonnet on, 


4 
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Wi' my plaiding ſtockings, and leather-heel'd ſhoon, 
They'll mak* me appear a fine ſprightly loon. 
And when I am dreſs'd thus frae tap to tae, 
Hame to my Maggy I think for to gae, 
Wi' my claymore hinging down to my heel, 
To whang at the bannocks o' barley-meal. 


I'll buy a fine preſent to bring to my dear, 
A pair of fine garters for Maggy to wear, 
And ſome pretty things elſe, I do declare, 
When ſhe gangs wi' me to Paiſley fair. | 
And whan we are married, we'll keep a cow, 
My Maggy fall milk her, and I will plow : f 
We'll live a' the winter on beef and lang kail, 
And whang at the bannocks o' barley - meal. 


If my Maggy ſhou'd chance to bring me a ſon, 
He's fight for his king, as his daddy has done; 
I'll ſend him to Flanders ſome breeding to learn, 
Syne hame into Scotland, and keep a farm. 

And thus we'll ive and induſtrious be, 

And wha'll be ſae great as my Maggy and me? 
We'll ſoon grow as fat as a Norway ſeal, 

Wi' feeding on bannocks o' barley-meal. 


Adieu to you citizens every ane, 
Wha jolt in your coaches to Drury-lane ; | 
You bites of Bear-garden, who fight for gains, 
And you fops wha have got more wigs than brains-: 
You cullies and bullies, Ill bid you adieu, 
For whoring and ſwearing T'll leave it to you; 
Your woodcock and pheaſant, your duck and your teal, 
I'll leave them for bannocks o' barley-meal. | 


I'll leave off kiſſing a citizen's wife, 
Pm fully reſolv'd for a country life; 
Kiſſing and toying, I'll ſpend the lang day, 
WY! bonny young laſſes on cocks of hay; 
Where each clever lad gives his bonny laſs 
A kiſs and a tumble upon the green graſs: 
Pl awa' to the Highlands as faſt's I can reel, 
And whang at the bannocks o' barley-meal. 


60 A COLLECTION 
s O N G LXXI 
HEARTS OF OAK. 


OME, cheer up, my lads, tis to glory we ſteer, 
To add ſomething new to the wonderful year; 
To honour we call you, don't preſs you like ſlaves, 
For who are ſo free as the ſons of the waves ? 

Hearts of oak are our ſhip, hearts of oak are our men, 
We always are ready, | 
Steady, boys, ſteady : 

We'll fight, and we'll conquer again and again. 


We ne'er meet our foes but we wiſh them to ſtay ; 
They never meet us, but they wiſh us away; 
If they run, then we follow, and run them a-ſhore, 
And if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 


They fwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes, - 
They frighten our women, our children and beaux: 
But ſhould their flat bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 
Still Britons they'll find to receive them on ſhore. 


We'll ſtill make them run, and we'll ſtill make them ſweat, 
In ſpite of the devil, and Bruſſels gazette : 

Then chear up, my lads, with one voice let us ſing, 
Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſmen, and king. 


<> <> apnea >mne$ top> „ „ 444 
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FT HE ſpring time returns and clothes the green plains, 
And Alloa ſhines more chearful and gay; _ 
The lark tunes his throat, and the neighbouring ſwains 
Sing merrily round me wherever I ſtray : 
But Sandy no more returns to my view; 
No ſpring-time me chears, no muſic can charm ; 
He's gone! and, I fear me, for ever: adieu! 


Adieu ev'ry pleaſure this boſom can warm! 
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O Alloa-houſe! how much art thou chang d? 

How ſilent, how dull, to me is each grove 
Alone I here wander where once we both rang'd, 

Alas | where to pleaſe me my Sandy once ftroy2! * 
Here, Sandy, I heard the tales that you told, 

Here liſt'ned too fond whenever you ſung ; | 
Am I grown leſs fair then, that you are turn'd cold? 

Or fooliſh, believ'd a falſe flattering tongue! 


So ſpoke the fair maid, when ſorrow's keen pain, 
And ſhame, her laſt fault'ring accents ſuppreſs'd; 
For Fate, at that moment, brought back her dear ſwain, 
Who heard, and, with rapture, his Nelly addreſs'd : 
My Nelly! my fair, I come; O my love! 
No pow”'r ſhall thee tear again from my arms, 
And, Nelly ! no more thy fond ſhepherd reprove, 
Who knows thy fair worth, and adores all thy charms. 


She heard; and new joy ſhot thro” her ſoft ſrame, 
And will you, my love ! be true? ſhe replied: 
And live I to meet my fond ſhepherd the ſame? _ 
Or dream I that Sandy will make me his bride? 
O Nelly! I live to find thee ſtill kind; : > 
Still true to thy ſwain, and lovely as true: 1 
Then, adieu to all ſorrow; what ſoul is ſo blind, 
As not to live happy for ever with you? 


r SOIC ESSHS 
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H ! how could I venture to love one like thee, 
And you not deſpiſe a poor conqueſt like me? 

On lords, thy admirers, could look with diſdain, 

And knew.I was nothing, yet pity'd my pain? 

You ſaid, while they teaz d you with nonſenſe and dreſs, 

When real the paſſion, the vanity's leſs; + 

You ſaw through that filence which others deſpiſe, 

And, while beaux were a-talking, read love in my eyes. 


— 
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Till, ſinking together, together we're loſt! 


I'Il gaze on thy beauties, and look away care; 
Tl aſk thy advice when with troubles oppreſt, 
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O! how ſhall I fold thee, and kiſs all thy charms, 
Till, fainting with pleaſure, I die in your arms; 
Thro? all the wild tranſports of ecſtacy toſt, 


Oh! where is the maid that, like thee, ne'er can cloy, 
Whoſe wit does enliven each dull pauſe of joy; 

And when the ſhort raptures are all at an end, 

From beautiful miſtreſs turns ſenſible friend. 


In vain do I praife thee, or ftrive to reveal, 
Too nice for expreſſion, which only we feel. 
In all that you do, in each look, and each mien, 
The graces in waiting adorn you unſeen. 
When I ſee you, I love you; when hearing adore ; 
I wonder, and think you a woman no more; 
Till, mad with admiring, I cannot contain, 
And kiſſing your lips, you turn woman again. 


With thee in my boſom, how can I deſpair ? 
Which never diſpleaſes, but always is beſt. 
In all that I write I'll thy judgement require; 
Thy wit ſhall correct what thy love did inſpire. 


I'll kiſs thee, and preſs thee, till youth is all o'er, 
And then live in friendſhip, when paſſion's no more. 


$5 $066$0606$9093 06 #000 
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OUNG Strephon, I own is the joy of my heart ; 
I love the dear youth, he's ſo lively and ſmart : 

His converſe 1s pleaſing, he's manly and gay, 
And his breath is as ſweet as the flowers in May. 
When he ſings his love ſtrains, all the ſwains in a throng, 
In raptures are ſeen with my ſhepherd's ſoft ſong, 
While the nymphs all around me with envy ſurvey, 
Becauſe Strephon hails me the Queen of the May. 
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But love without jealouſy reigns on my part, 
For, as well as the May, I'm the queen of his heart ; 
Such joy and delight does his conſtancy bring, 
Without envy I'd look on the ſtate of a king. 
T'other day for my head he a chaplet entwin'd, 
Of roſes and myrtles, and jonquils combin'd ; 
I gave him a kiſs for the favour, tis true, 


And how could I help it—I only aſk you? 


You'll ſay I was forward, and greatly to blame, 
What girl for ſuch favour would not do the ſame ? 
For 'twill not be long before Strephon and I, 

Shall join hands and hearts in one facred tie. 

Then ſure when the church has performed its rites, 
And we firmly fixed in Hymen's delights, 

For his faith and his troth, to bind all our bliſs, 
You'll ſurely allow tis my duty to kiſs. 


De 
8 O0 LAKS; 


MERRY MAY THE MAID BE. 


ERRY may the maid be, 
That marries the miller, 
For foul day, and fair day, 
He's ay bringing till her; 
Has ay a penny in his purſe 
For dinner and for ſupper ; 
And, gin ſhe pleaſe, a good fat cheeſe, 
And lumps of yellow butter. 


When Jamie firſt did woo me, 
I ſpeer'd what was his calling; 
Fair maid, ſaid he, O come and ſee, 
You're welcome to my dwelling: 
Though I was ſhy, yet I cou'd ſpy 
The truth of what he told me, 
And that his houſe was warm and couth, 
And room in it to hold me. 7 | 
F 2 - 125 23. 
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Behind the door a bag of meal, 
And in the kiſt was plenty 

Of good hard cakes his mither bakes, 
And bannocks were na ſcanty; 

A good fat ſow, a ſleeky cow 
Was ſtanding in the byre; 

Whilſt lazy puſs, with mealy mouſe, 
Was playing at the fire. 


Good ſigns are theſe, my mither ſays, 
And bids me tak” the miller; 
For foul day, and fair. day, 
He's ay bringing till her; 
For meal and malt ſhe does na want, 
Nor ony thing that's dainty; 
And now and then a keckling hen, 
To lay her eggs in plenty. 


In winter when the win? and rain 
Bla's o'er the barn and byre ; | 

The miller on a good hearth-ſtane, 
Before a rantin fire 

He ſits, and cracks, and tells his tales 
O'er ale that is right nappy 3 

| Who'd be a Queen, that gaudy thing, 

When a miller's wife's ſae happy. 


r.. AU 4” 2722... & at 
s O NG LXXVL | 


WERT THOU BUT MINE AIN tirtnG, 


ERT thou but mine ain thing, 
I would love thee, I would love thee, 
Wert thou but mine ain thing, 
How dearly would I love thee. - 
As round the elm th' enamour'd vine 
Delights with wanton arms to twine, 
80 I'd encircle thee in mine, 


And ſhow how much I love thee. Wert thou 1 &c. 


This earth my l ſhould be, 
I'd graſp a heav'n of joys in thee, 
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For thou art all thy ſex to'me, f 
So fondly do I love thee. Wert thou but, &c. 


Should thunder roar its loud alarms, 

Amidft the claſh of hoſtile arms, 

I'd foftly fink —_— charms, 
And only live to love thee. Wert thou but, &c. 


Let Fortune drive me far away, 

Or make me fall to foes a prey, 
My flame for thee ſhall ne'er decay, | 
And dying I would love thee. - Wert thou but, &c. 


Tho? I were number'd with the dead, 
My ſoul ſhould hover round thy head : 

I may be turn'd a filent ſhade, _ | 
But cannot ceaſe to love thee. Wert thou but, F 


52 
S O N G LXXVIL 
THE LOVER. 


OW happy a lover's life paſſes, 

When beauty returns ſigh for ſigh! 
He looks upon all men as aſſes, 
Who have not ſome girl in their eye. 


With heart full as light as a feather, 


He trips to the terrace or parks; 
Where ſwains crowd impatient together, 


And maidens look out for their ſparks. | 


What ſweet palpitation ariſes - 
When Chloe appears full in view! 
Her ſmiles at more value he prizes 


Than miſers the mines of Peru. 


Tho? ſwift-winged Time, as they're 
Soon parts them, alas! by his flight; 
> Hef Rs F 3 
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By reflection he till hears her talking, 
And abſent he keeps her in fight. 


Whenever abroad he regales him, 
And Bacchus calls out for his laſs, 
His love for his Chloe ne'er fails him, 
Her name gives a zeſt to his glaſs. 


No otber amuſements he prizes, 
Than thoſe that from Chloe ariſe; 


She's firſt in his thoughts when he riſes, 
And laſt, when he cloſes his eyes. 


Then let no ambition diſtreſs us, 
Or fortune's fantaſtical chace ; 


Love only with Chloe can bleſs us, 
And give all we want to embrace. 


N EEE KEI KPH 


8:0 NN © LXXVIII. 


ne STORM, or DANGERS of the SEA.. 


C EASE, rude Boreas, bloſVring railer, 
Lift? ye landmen all to me; 
Meſsmates, 3 a brother ſailor 
Sing the dangers of the ſea. 

From bounding billows, firſt in motion, 
When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe, ne 
To the tempeſt-troubled ocean, | e 
Where the ſeas contend with ſkies. Wanne 


Hark ! the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 121 
By top-ſail ſheets and haulyards ſtand ; 0 
Down top-gallants, quick, be hawling, 
Don your ſtay-ſails, hand, boys, hand. 
Now it — ſet the braces, | Sd 
The lee top all Theets let go; et a 
Luff, boys, luff, don't make wry fates, 8 
Up your top-ſails nimbly clew. 


"Tee. 
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© Now all you on down beds ſporting, 
Fondly lock'd *twixt beauty's arms, 
Freſh enjoyment, wanton courting, 
Safe from all but love's alarms. 
Around us roars theitempelt louder ; 
Think what fears 0ninds enthral : 
Harder yet, it yet blows 
Now again the boatſ 


The top-ſail yards point to the wind, boys 
See all clear to reef each courſe ; 

Let the fore-ſheet go, don't mind, boys, 
Tho' the weather ſhould be worſe. 

Fore and aft the ſpritſail- yard get, 
Reef the mizen, fee all clear 

Hands up, each preventer brace ſet, 
Man the fore-yard ; cheer, lads, cheer, 


Now the dreadful thunder's roaring ! 
Peals on peals contending claſh ! 

On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 
In our eyes blue lightnings flaſh. 

One wide water all around us, 
All above but one black ſky! _ 

Diff ' rent deaths at onee ſurround us, 
Hark! what means yon dreadful ery? 


The fore-mait's gone, cries ev'ry tongue out, 
O'er the lee, twelve feet *beve deck 1 

A leak beneath the cheſtree's ſprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck. 

Quick, the lanyards cut to pieces, 
Come, my hearts, be ftout and bold; 

Plumb the well, the leak increaſes, © 
Four feet water's in the hold! 


While o'er the ſhip the wild waves venting: 
We for wives and children mourn : : 
Alas! from hence there's no retreating, 
Alas! to them there's no tetra! 
Still the leak is gaining on us, 


Both chain pumps are choak*d "WY 
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Heav'n have mercy here upon us ! 
Only Hx can fave us now. 


On the lee-beam is the land, boys, 
Let the guns o'er board be thrown ; 
To the pumps come ev'ry hand, boys, 
See! her mizen-maſt is gone. 
The leak we've found, it cannot pour faſt, 
We've lighten'd her a foot or more ; 
Then up and rig a jury fore - maſt, 
She's tight, ſhe's tight, boys, wear off ſhore. 


Now, once more, on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind Fortune ſav'd our lives; 
Come, the cann, boys, let's be drinking 
To our ſweethearts and our wives.” 
Fill it up, about ſhip wheel it, 
Cloſe to lips the brimmer join. 
Where's the tempeſt now? who feels it? 
None ;—our danger's drown'd in wine. 


rr ee 


SONG LXXIX. 
Tune, —0 the broom, &c. 
HY% happy were my days till now? 


I ne'er did ſorrow feel; 
I roſe with joy to milk my cow, , 
Or take my ſpinning- wheel. 


My heart was lighter than a fly, 
Like any bird I ſung 

Till he pretended love, and I 
Believ'd his flattering tongue. 


Oh ! the fool, the filly, filly fool, 
Who truſts what man may be! 
I wiſh I was a maid again, 
And in my own country. 


2 
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s O N G LXXX. 
Sung i in Lebe. 


E mortals, whom 8 and troubles 5 
Whom folly miſguides, and infirmities vex; 
Whoſe lives hardly ] know what it is to be bleſt, 
Who riſe without joy, and lie down without reſt. 
Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care. 


Old maids ſhall forget what they with for in vain, 
And young ones the rover they cannot regains  - / 
The rake ſhall forget how laſt night he was dloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy d. 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 

And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 


The wife, at one draught may forget all her wants, 
Or drench her fond fool to . 5 her gallants; 
The troubled in mind ſhall go chearful away, 
And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to-day. 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care. 


C _— — WIFI WIFI DFI — 
: 


SONG IXXXI. 
A favourite Song, by Mi H. 


AIDENS, let your lovers languiſh, 0344; 
If you'd have them conſtant prove; 

Doubts, and fears, and fighs, and anguiſh 

Are the chains that faſten love. 5 
Jockey woo'd, and I conſented, 

Soon as &er J heard his'tale; 
He, with conqueſt quite contented, 

Boaſting, rov'd around the vale. 

Maidens, let your lovers, &c. 
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Now he doats on ſcornful Molly, 
Who rejects him with diſdain ; 
Love's a ſtrange bewitching folly, 
Never pleas'd without ſome pain. 
Maidens, let your lovers, &c. 


Ze} —1—1—1—11—-1—1—-1—1—1 


S O N LXXXII. 
By a Lady. 


\ S now my bloom comes on apace, 
The ſwains begin to teaze me; 
But two, who claim the foremoſt place, 
Try diff *rent ways to pleaſe me. 
To judge aright, and chuſe the beſt, 

5, not ſo ſoon decided; 
When both their merits are expreit 
I may be leſs divided. 


Palemon's flocks unnumber d ſtray, 
He's rich beyond all meaſure ; 

Wou'd I but ſmile, be kind and gay, 
He'd give me all his treafure: 

But then, our years ſo diſagree— 
So much, as I remember, 

It is but May, Pm ſure, with me, 
With him it is December. 


Can I, who ſcarcely am in bloom, 
Let froſt and ſnow be Tuing ? ? 


*Twould ſpoil each rip'ning joy to come, 


Bring every charm to ruin. 


For dreſs and ſhow, to touch my pride, 


My little heart 1s panting ; 
But — there's ſomething elſe beſide, 
I ſoon ſhould find was wanting. 


Then Colin thou my heart ſhalt gain, 
For thou wilt near deceive me ; 
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And grey-hair'd wealth ſhall plead in vain, * 
For thou haft moſt to give me. 

My fancy paints thee full of charms, 
Thou looks ſo young and tender, 

Love beats his new and fond alarms, 
To thee I now ſurrender. 


KKK KK. -M- 
ON A LXXRMNT 
THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. 


E fair, who ſhine thro? Britain's iſle, 
And triumph o'er the heart, 
For once, attentive be a while 
To what I ſhall impart. | 
Would you obtain the youth you love, 
The precepts of a friend approve, 
And learn the way to keep him. 


As ſoon as Nature has decreed 
The bloom of eighteen years, 

And Iſabel from ſchool is freed, 
Then beauty's force appears; 

The youthful blood begins to flow, 

She hopes for man, and longs to know 
The ſureſt way to keep him. 


When firſt the pleaſing pain is felt 
Within the lover's breaſt, 

And you, by ſtrange perſuaſion melt, 
Each wiſhing to be bleſt, 

Be not too bold, nor yet too coy, 

With prudence lure the happy boy, 
And that's the way to BOP him. 


At court, at ball, at park, or play, 
Aſſume a modeſt pride; 

And, leſt your tongue your mind betray, 
In fewer words confide: 
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The maid, who thinks to gain a mate 
By giddy chat, will find too late, 

That's not the way to keep him. 


In dreſſing never the hours kill, 
That bane to all the ſex; 

Nor let the arts of dear Spadille 
Your innocence perplex. 

Be always decent as a bride, 

By virtuous rules your reaſon _ 
For that's the way to keep hi | 


And when the nuptial knot 1s faſt, 
And both its bleſſings ſhare, 

To make theſe joys for ever laſt, 
Of jealouſy beware. 

His love with kind compliance meet, 

Let conſtancy the work complete, 
And you'll be ſure to keep him. 


Ne x . u. 4. ft t. K W r E Ct de K W. K. 
s O N LXXXIV. 
THE MAID OF THE MILL. 


A TTEND all ye ſhepherds and nymphs to my lay, 
And learn from my tale to go wiſer away. 

A damſel once dwelt at the foot of a hill, 

Well known by the name of The ROS of the Mill. 


The lord of the. village beheld the ſweet maid ; 
Each art to ſubdue her was preſently laid ; 
With gold he endeavour'd to tempt her to ill, 
But nought could prone with the maid of the mill. 


FR Johnny addreſs'd her with hope, and. with 
His heart was right honeſt, his love was ſincere : 


With rapture, each moment, his boſom would thrill, 
When'er he beheld the dear maid of the mill. 
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His paſſion was founded in honour and truth ; 
The nymph read his heart, and, of courſe, lov'd the youth. 
At church little Jenny ſoon anſwer d—1 will. 5 
His Lordſhip was baulk'd of the maid of the mill. 


What happineſs waits on the chaſte nuptial pair! 
Content, they are ſtrangers to ſorrow and care: 
The flame they firſt rais'd in each other burns ſtill, 
And Johnny is bleſt with the maid of the mill. 


N . 2. . . E. . l. . u. E M. . i f. KW. 
s O NG IAI... 

B RAE S OF BALLENDEN. 

A favourite Scots Song. Sung by Mrs Hudſon 


Rs a green ſhade, a lovely young ſwain 

| One ev'ning reclin'd to diſcover his pain; 

So ſad, yet ſo ſweetly, he warbl'd his woe, 

The wind ceas'd to breathe, and the fountains to flow 
Rude winds, with compaſſion, could hear him complain, 
Yet Chloe, leſs gentle, was deaf to his ſtrain. 


How happy, he cried, my moments once fler, 
Fer Chloe's bright charms firſt flaſh'd in my view; | 
Thoſe eyes then, with pleaſure, the dawn could ſurvey, 
Nor ſmil'd the fair morning more chearful than ey © : 
Now ſcenes of diſtreſs pleaſe only my fight, | 
I'm tortur'd in pleafure, and languiſh in light. 


Thro' changes, in vain, relief I purſue, 
All, all but conſpire my griefs to renew 
From ſunſhine to zephyrs and ſhades we repair, 
To ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an airs 
But love's ardent fever burns always the ſame, 
No winter can cool it, no ſummer inflame. 


But ſee the pale moon, all clouded, retires, 
The breezes grow cool, 2 Strephon's deſires: 
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J fly from the dangers of tempeſt and wind, 


Vet nouriſh the madneſs that preys on my mind. 
Ah, wretch! how can life be worthy thy care! 


To lengthen its moments but lengthens deſpair. 


rr OTE EN ETETETTEF ITO 
S ON G LXXXVI. 
THE GI PSEY. 


1 S thro' the green meadow I 8 to paſs, 
A gipſey ſat under a ſhade, 


Who . me ſhe ſaw by the lines of my face, 
That my doom was to die an old maid. 


Her prophecy fill'd me with grief and diſmay, 
And pierc'd my poor heart to the quick, 

Becauſe I'd oft heard my grandmother ſay, 
That gipſies do deal with Old Nick. 


For farther-advice to the curate I went, 
And told him my caſe in a fright ; 

Says he, pretty maid, be content for a while, 
And I'll alter the caſe before night. 


O then he began with ſuch force and ſuch fire, 
And with arguments ſo very ſtrong, 


That, believe me, ye maids, the devil is a liar ; 


And ſo, there's an end of my ſong. 


SFF 
S ON G LXXXVIL 


THE MILE MAI b. 


(MING home with my milk the young *ſquire 1 


met, 
Says, Polly, love, ſet down your pails, 
J have long been a kiſs or two, child, in your debt, 
If I pay you, you mult not tell tales, 
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To oblige him, and *cauſe that I would not be croſs, 
I preſently quitted my pails; 

He pull'd me down gently on a bed of green moſs 
Ald kiſs*d me ſhould not tell tales. | 


I trove to get up, but he till kept me down ; 
I begg'd to $0 home with my pails : 

He vow'd, to ſuch pitch his fond paſſion was grown, 
He'd wed—but I muſt not tell tales. 


So gently he woo'd, and ſo e he preſt, 
That I little more thought of my pails, 

Till beyond all eſcaping, J found him poſſeſt 
Of my heart —but I muſt not tell tales. 


He ſolemnly PE that he'd make me his wife, 
And eaſe me of carrying pails ; 

If he don't, why, as ſure as a muſcle has life, 
If I'm filent, there is one will tell tales. 


Sn . 


8s ON G LXXXVIIL. 
FRIENDSHIP AND WINE. By Mr. Gil Jon 


1 the grave and the gay enjoy life how they may, 
My pleaſures their pleaſures ſurpaſs; 

Go the world well or ill, 'tis the ſame with me ſtill, 
If I have but my friend and my glaſs. 


The lover may ſigh, the courtier may lie, 
And Croeſus his treaſure amaſls ; 

All the joys are but vain that are blended with pain; 
So I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. 


New life wine inſpires, and creates new deſires, 
And oft 'wins the lover his laſs, | 
Or his courage prepares to diſdain the nymph's airs ; 
So I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. 
2 


— 
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The earth ſucks the rain, the ſun draws the main, 
With the earth we are all in a claſs; 

Then enliven the clay, let us live while we may, 
And I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. 


Tis friendſhip and wine only life can refine : 
We care not whate' er comes to paſs 

With courtiers or great men, there's none of us ſtateſmen: 
Come Here's to our friend and our glaſs. 


—— — ————————— 
e n. 
THROUGH THE WOOD LASSIE. 
O Nely! no longer thy Sandy now mourn, 


Let muſic and pleaſure abound without meaſure, 
Let muſic and pleaſure, &c. 


Oer hillocks, or mountains, or low in the burn, 


Or, thro” the wood, laſſie, until thou return. 
Thro' the wood, laſſie, thro' the wood, laſſie, 
Thro' the wood, thro' the wood. 
Thro' the wood; laſſie ; | : 
O'er hillocks, o'er — &c. 


Since I have been abſent from thee, my dear Nell, 
No content, no delight have I known day or night; 


The murmuring ftream, and the hill's echo, tell 


How thro? the wood, laſſie, I breath'd my ſad knell. 
Thro' the wood, &c. 


And now to all ſorrow I'll bid full adieu, 
And, with joy, like a dove, I'll return to my love: 
The maxim o loving i in truth let us know, 


Then thro? the wood, laſſie, we'll bonnily go. Thro! Ke. 


Come lads, and come laſſes, be blithſome and gays 
Let your hearts merry be, and both full of glee : 
The Highlands ſhall reign with the joy of the day, 
When thro” the wood, happy, we'll dance, ſing, and play. 
Thro the wood, &c. 
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Gently touch'd her hand, ſhe gave 
A look that did my ſoul enſlave ; 
I preſs'd her rebel lips in vain, 
They roſe up to be preſs'd again : 
Thus happy I no further meant, 
Than to be pleas'd and innocent. 


On her ſoft breaſts my hand I laid, 
And a quick light impreſſion made; 
They with a kindly warmth did glow, 
And ſwell'd, and ſeem'd to overflow: 
Yet, truſt me, I no further meant, 


Than to be pleas'd and innocent. 


On her eyes my eyes did prey, 
Oꝰer her ſmooth limbs my hand did 11 
Each ſenſe was raviſh'd with delight, 
And my ſoul ſtood prepar'd for flight: 
Blame me not, if at laſt I meant, 
More to be pleas'd than innocent. 


eee te- 
LAMENT FOR GENERAL WOLFE. 


Ren loyal and bold, 
Who would never be controuPd 
By the French. See the braveſt of his ſex, 
Britiſh Wolfe, ſtout and good. ; 
Made the rivers run with blood, 
At the glorious conquelt of rag 


Brave Wolfe was our commander, N 
Montcalm was their defender, 
Their numbers did us ſorely diſmay: 


3 


78 A COLLECTION 


But brave Wolfe, ſtout and bold, 
He would never be controul'd, 
And his laſt dying word was, —Huzza ! 


Contented I die, 

Since we've gain'd the 7 EY 
As you tell me the battle is our own ; 

Let my ſoul depart in peace, 

And the wars for ever ceaſe, 
Since my life for fair Britain is gone. 


The Highlanders, in hot- blood, 
And ſailors, ſtout and rude, 
Like madmen did claſh them away : 
When the French began to run, 
We advanced on their ground; 
But our grief was for Wolfe—Oh that day] 


Then the city it ſurrender'd, 
The gates ftraight we enter'd ; 
Our ſhips in the harbour lay thick. 
We thanked the Moſt High 
For this fignal victory, 
At the glorious conqueſt of Quebec. 


CE CHLOE; Ht CHE CH 
95-0 N CG Tcl. 


J* the dead of the night, when with labour opprefs'd, 
All mortals enjoy the calm bleſſings of reſt, 

Cupid knock'd at my door, I awoke Sith the noiſe, 
And who is it, I calld, that my ſleep thus deſtroys ? 


You need not be frighten'd, he anſwer'd ſo mild, 
Let me in; I'm a little unfortunate child; 
"Tis à dark rainy night; and Pm wet to the ſkin 1 
And my way I have loſt, and do, pray, let me in. 


I was mov'd with compaſſion ; and, ſtriking a light, 
I opens the * when a boy ſtood in fight, 
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Who had wings on his ſhoulders; the rain from him 
dropp'd, 
With a bow and arrows too he was equipp'd. 


I ſtirr'd up my fire, and cloſe by its fide, 
I ſet him down by me, with napkins I dry'd, 
I chaff*d him all over, kept out the cold air, 
And I wrung, with my hands, the wet out of his hair. 


He from wet and from cold was no os at eaſe, | 
But taking up his bow, he ſaid, If you pleaſe 
We will try it ; I wou'd by experiment know 


If the wet hath not damag'd the ſtring of my bow. 


Forthwith from his quiver an arrow he drew, 
To the ſtring he apply'd it, and twang went the yew ; 
The arrow was gone : in my boſom it center'd, 
No ſting of a hornet more ſharp ever enter'd. 


Away ſkipp'd the urchin, as briſk as a bee, 
And laughing, I wiſh you much joy, friend, quoth he; ; 
My bow is undamag'd, for true went the dart; _ 
But you will have trouble enough with your heart. 


eee 
S © N G | xc. 
THE HAPPY FREEDOM. 


OME all you young lovers, who, wan with deſpair, 
Compoſe idle ſonnets, and ſigh for the fair, — 
Who puff up their pride by enhancing their charms, | 
And tell them, *tis heav'n to lie in their arms: 
Be wiſe, by example take pattern from me, 
For let what will happen, a1 Jove I'll be free. 
For let what will happen, Ke. 


Young Daphne I ſaw, in the net I was caught, 

I ly'd and 1 flatter'd, as cuſtom had taught: 

I preſs'd her to bleſs, which ſhe granted full ſoon; 
But the date of my paſſion expir'd with the moon; 


| 
| 
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She vow'd ſhe was ruin'd : J ſaid it might be: 
I'm ſorry, my dear, but by Jove I'll be free, &c. 


The next was young Phillis, as bright as the morn 
The love that I proffer'd ſhe treated with ſcorn. 

I laugh'd at her folly, and told her my mind, 

That none can be handſome, but ſuch as are kind; 

Her pride and ill nature were loſt upon me; 

For in ſpite of fair faces, by Jove I'll be free, &c. 


Let others call marriage the harbour of joys, 

Calm peace I delight in, and fly from all noiſe ; 
Some chuſe to be hamper'd, tis ſure a ſtrange rage, 
Like birds they ſing beſt when put in a cage. 
Confinement's the devil, *twas ne*er made for me, 


Let who will be bound ſlaves, by Jove I'll be free, Kc. 


Then let each briſk bumper run over the glaſs, 
In a toaſt to the young and the beautiful laſs, 
Whoſe yielding and eaſe preſcribes no dull rule, 


Nor thinks it a wonder a lover ſhould cool : 


Let us bill like the ſparrow, and rove like the bee, 


For, in ſpite of grave leſſons, by Jove I'll be free, &c. 
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SON G KXCcIv. 
THE ANS W E R. 


OW dare you, bold Strephon, preſume thus to prat, 
And laſh the fair ſex at this monſtrous rate, 
To boaſt of your freedom, ſince not long ago 
That you were a ſlave to fair Chloe you know ! | 
When the next arrow comes, I wiſh't be from me, 
Then I'd give you that anſwer, By Jove I'll be free. 


You ſay that young Daphne you brought to diſgrace ; 
I thank my kind ſtars, that is none of my caſe; a 
I'll take ſpecial care, Sir, of yielding too ſoon, 


Nor will I defpair at the change of the moon; 
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It was ne'er in your pow'r'yet to ruin me, 


So I tell you with courage, By Jove I'll be free. 


The next was young Phillis, whom beauties adorn ; 

She ſerv'd you but right, Sir, to treat you with ſcorn 

When the fox could not get the ſweet grapes in his 
We, ) | 

He gave them a curſe, and he ſaid they were ſour: 

So thoſe nymphs that are wiſe, Sir, and won't ruin'd be, 

With ſpleen you deſpair of, yet cry, I'll be free. 


Although you make ſport, Sir, of the marriage-ſtate, 
Remember proud Strephon, it may be your fate ; | 
In the heat of your fever your pains to aſſuage, ix 
When there's no other way, you'll be glad 5 ge cage. 
When mirth, wine, and muſic no cordials can be, 

May the fair one then anſwer, By Jove I'll be free. 


I wiſh that all women would follow my rule ; 

Then ſoon, haughty Strephon, you'd look like a fool: 
When Cupid has ſhot with a well-pointed dart, 

And made an impreſſion upon your vain heart, 

When trembling and pale, you approach the fair ſhe, 
May ſhe anſwer you coldly, By Jove I'll be fre. 


But give me the man that can love without feint, 
(For natural beauty is far before paint, 

Who thinks it a bleſſing to ſettle for life, 

And knows how to value a virtuous wife: 
With patience I'II wait till I find the kind he, 
And then I'll no longer defire to be free. 


COOSSOSOSIOOO0O0000 
8 Oo N G _ XCV. 


BANKS OF FORTH, 


WAKE, my Love, with genial ray, 
. \ The ſun returning gilds the day; 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Awake, the balmy zephyr blows, 

The hawthorn blooms, the daiſie glows, 
The trees regain their verdant pride, 
The turtle wooes his tender bride, 

To love, each warbler tunes the ſong, 
And Forth, in dimples, glides along. 


O more than blooming daiſies fair ! 
More fragrant than the vernal air! 
More gentle than the turtle dove, 
Or ſtreams that murmur through the grove ! 
Bethink thee all is on the wing, | 
Theſe pleaſures wait on waſting ſpring ; 


Then come, the tranſient bliſs gen 
Nor fear what fleets ſo faſt will clog. 


PY Y YYYWWHeruyyy 
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6s ON G XCvr. 
Tune,—Charles of Sweden. | 


OME, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Crown this night with pleaſure : _ 
Let none at cares of life repine, 

To deſtroy our pleafure : 


Fill up the mighty ſparkling bowl, 

That 2 true and loyal 1001 i by 

May drink and fing without controul, : 
To ſupport our pleaſure. 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, thou ſhalt be 


Guardian to our treaſure, 


That under thy protection we 
May enjoy new pleaſure. 


And as the hours glide away, 
We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 


And ſing thy praifes that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure. 


8. 0::N-:G., - SEVIL, 
HIGHLAND LAD. 


on by yon ſhady grove, one day I chanc'd to rove, 
To paſs the dull hours away: 


Beneath a ena ſhade I ſpy'd a lovely maid, | 
On her ſpinnet ſhe ſweetly did play. 5 

To yield me more delight, this charming lady bright, 
In concert ſhe ſung very ſad, 


Unhappy maid am I, that ſurs of love muſt die, 
For my bonny bouny Highland lad. 


I drew a little near, the better for to hear, 
And this charming creature ſung on, 

My love has croſs'd the ſea, alas! he's gone from me, 
This charming comely young man; 

His lovely air and mien may well deſerve a queen, 
Although that his fortune is bad; 

But yet I hope to ſee my love before 1 die, 
Oh! my bonny bonny Highland lad. 


Ye fates that rule above, preſerve the man I love, 
And keep him ſecure from all harms ; 

Guardian angels too attend, my love for to defend, 
And retura him ſafe to my arms. 

If in battle he is lain, all pleaſure I'll diſdain, 

I l rove quite diſtracted and mad; __ 
There's none to eaſe my care, the loſs I cannot bear 1 

Of my bonny bonny Highland lad. | 


| 


Firſt when my love I'd ſeen one day in Aberdeen, 
My ſenſes were raviſhed quite; 


He was proper, firaight and tall, the comlieſt of cls. 
all, 


He's my only joy and delight ; 

I near unto him drew, his bonnet 1t was blue, 
He was dreſs'd in his tartans and plaid ; 

A captive I became, and think it is no ſhame, 
For my bonny bonny Highland lad. 
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Oh! if I knew but where to find my deareſt dear, 
I would range the wide world all o' er; 
To ſea I would repair, dreſs'd in man's attire, 
To find out the youth I adore. 
Thro? lonely woods I'll ſtray, and flow'ry meadows gay, 
I will leave my mammy and dad, 
And never will return, but always ſigh and mourn 
For my bonny bonny Highland lad. 


SEHSHSKESKSESESESESKSKS 
8 O N G XCVIII. 


THE CHOICE OF A WIFE. 


N city, town, and village, my fancy oft hath rov'd, 
A Phillis and a Chloe I ev'ry where have lov'd ; 
But, tired with variety, to marriage I'm inclin'd, 
Would fortune only grant me a partner to my mind. 
Then I'd go no more a roving, 
But, conſtant as the dove, 
My time I'd paſs, with ſuch a laſs, 
In harmony and love. 
Then I'd go no more a roving. 


I care not for complexion, be ſhe black, brown or fair, 

If ſhe has but diſcretion, and meaning in her air; 

Her ſhape I would have graceful, to pride and folly blind, 

To mind the one thing needful, to cultivate her mind. 
Then I'd go no more a roving, &c. 


An animated form, where ſenſe and ſweetneſs move, 

And innocence, refining the tenderneſs of love ; 

From ſcolding, and from ſcandal, I'd have her tongue be free, 

And always neat and clean keep herſelf and family. 
Then I'd go more a roving, &c. 


I'd have a juſt decorum in all her actions ſhine, 

With a temper condeſcending to ſuit herſelf and mine ; 

Of a chearful diſpoſition, with humour free and gay, 

And ſometimes with a ſong for to paſs an hour away. 
Then I'd go no more a roving, &c. 


> > IJ 
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It ſhall not be my ſtudy to court a leaden purſe,. 
Altho' with that ingredient ſhe will not be the worſe ; ; 
Let modeſty reſerve be her property and choice, | 
Not over fond to cloy, and yet not over nice. 

Then I'd go no more a roving, &c. 


To heighten my affection and double all ms zun 

A proſpect I would have of a lovely girl or boy; 

And out of what I have, for tis what I would allow, 

I would charitable have her, and hoſpitable too. 
Then I'd go no more a roving, &c. 


This granted, I would freely my liberty rebgn, 
She ſhould ary U me her heart and hand, and I would 
give her mine; | 
A monarch on his throne then unenvy'd mould be, 
For home would be a paradiſe with ſuch a girl as ſhe. 
Then Pd ge n0-more # forng, &. | FL 


8 O NN ELK; | 
THE CHOICE OF A HUSBAND. 
Same T une. | | 


INCE honour has attended upon the 3 ſtate, 
8 And from the torch of Hymen our happineſs we 
date; 
If e'er the fates ordain it, that I ſhould be a wife, 
The picture I will draw of the partner of my lie. 
Then I'd live no longer ſingle, 
Could but my influence 
A conqueſt gain o'er ſuch a ſwain, 
Endu'd with manly ſenſe 
Then I'd live uo longer ſingle. 


The fop, the 3 the fribble, could ne'er my fancy take, 
Nor yet would I admire the rattle headed. rake ;. 


— x _— 
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- But, to guard himſelf from inſult, I'd have him bold and 


; brave, 
To wink at little foibles that T may chance to have. 
Then I'd live no longer ſingle, &c. 


His perſon in proportion, more robuſt than fine, 
A. ſort of eaſy careleſsneſs, deportment to incline: 
And affably, and candidly, ſhare all my joys and cares, 
And give me my prerogative in family affairs, 

Then I'd live no longer ſingle, &c. 


His converſation fraught with endearing ſentiments, 

Free from the pedant ſtiffneſs, or rude impertinence; 

In all his lawful dealings let honour till preſide, - 

Frugal in œconomy, let prudence be his guide. 
Then I'd live no longer fingle, &c. 


His principles untainted, his morals juſt and ſound, 

And one in whom the dictates of honeſty is found; 

J value not the glaring of wealth and pageantry, 

But plac'd above neceſſity is juſt enough for me. 
Then I'd hve no longer ſingle, &c. 


Could you but recommend me to ſuch a ſwain as this, 

I'd think myſelf arriv'd at the ſummit of all bliſs; 

- And for his health and welfare for ever I would pray, 

And think myſelf in duty bound to love and to obey. 
Then I'd live no longer ſingle, &c., | 


MN EEE TEL LE LELEEIEEIEEEE] 
S ON 0 :-C: 
THE JOLLY BEGGAR. 
| E pay was a jolly beggar, -and a dennis he was 


; und, | 
And he took up his quarters into a land*art town. 
And we'll go no more a roving, a roving in the night, 
We'll go no more a roving, boys, let the moon ſhine 
ne er ſo bright; 
And we'll go no more a roving. 
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He wad neither lye in barns nor yet wad he in byre, 
But in ahint the ha? door, or elſe afore the fire. 
And we'll ro n more a roving, &c. 


The beggar's bed was made at e' en wi? good clean firaw 
and hay, 


And in ahint the ha* door, and there the beggar lay. 
And we'll go no more a roving, &. _ 


Up raiſe the goodman's dochter, and for to bar the door, 
And there ſhe ſaw the beggar ſtandin' i' the floor. 


And we'll go no more a roving, &c. 


He took the laſſie in his arms, and to the bed he ran, 
O hooly ! hooly wr? me, Sir, ye'll waken our goodman. 


And we'll go no more a roving, &c. 


The beggar was a cunnin' loon, and ne'er a word he ſpak', 
Until he got his turn done, ſyne he began to crack. 


And we'll go no more a roving, &c. 


Is there ony dogs into this town? maiden, tell me true. 
And what wad ye do wi' them, my hinny and my a} 
And wen go no more a roving, &c. 


They'll rive a* my meal-pocks, and do me meikle wrang. 
O dool for the doing o't ! are ye the poor man? 
And we'll go no more a | Fong &c. 


Then ſhe took up che meal- pocks, and lang them o'er 


wa', 
The de'il gae wi! the meal · pocks, my maiden · head and a“. 


And we n go no more a my K. 


I took you for ſome gentleman, at leaſt the laird of Brodie: 
O dool for the doing ot! are ye the poor bodice ? 
And we'll go no more a roving, &c. 


He took the laſſie in his arms, and gae her kiſſes three, 
And four-and-twenty hunder mark to pay the nourice-fee. 


And we'll go no more a roving, &c. 
| H 2 
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He took a horn frac his fide, and blew baith loud and 


ſhrill, 
And four-and-twenty belted . er came ſkipping o'er 
the hill. 
And we'll go no more a roving, &c. 


And * took out his little knife, loot a? his dudiics fy, 
And he was the braweſt gentleman that was / amang 
them a'. 
And we'll go no more a roving, &c. 


| The beggar was a. clever loon, and he lap ſhoulder 
height, 
O ay for ficken quarters as I gat yeſternight. 
And we'll go no more a roving, -&c. 


. 
s o N G CL 
Sung hy Mrs Cibber in the Winter's Tak. 
OME, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks we muft 


ſhear, - 
In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear : He 
The happieſt of folks are the guiltlefs and free; 
And who are * geinleſd, fo happy as we ! 


We harbour no e by luxury d, TEL 

We practiſe no arts with hypoeriſy fraught : - 

What we think in our hearts you may read in our eyes, 
For, . no ren we need no diſguiſe. 


By mode and caprice are the city dames led; 

But we all the children of Nature are bred ; 

By her hands alone we are painted and drels'd; ; 

For the roſes will bloom when there's peace in the a 


The giant, ambition, we never can dread; 

Our roofs are too low for fo lofty a head; 

Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open our door; 
They ſmile with the ſimple, and feed with the poor. 
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When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we reveal; 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we feel ; 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 

And leave to fine folk to deceive and betray. 


. * M MN N NN MN MN N NN NN 
8 O NG CII. 


Tune, —Apron Deary. 


M* ſheep I neglected, I loſt my ſheep-hook, 
And all the gay haunts of my youth I forſook 


No more for . freſh garlands I wove, 

For ambition, I ſaid, would ſoon cure me of love. 
O what had my youth with ambition to do ? 
Why left I Amynta ; why broke I my vow? 
O give me my ſheep, and my ſheep hook reſtore, 
Pl wander from love and Amynta ni no more. 


Through regions remote in vain do I rove, 
And bid the wide ocean ſecure me from love : 
O fool! to imagine that ought can ſubdue 
A love ſo well founded, a paſſion ſo true. 

O what had my youth „ Ke. 


Alas! *tis too late at thy fate to repine, 
Poor ſhepherd ! Amynta no more can be thine, 
Thy tears are all fruitleſs, thy wiſhes are vain : 


The moments neglected return not again. 


O what had my youth, &c. 


* EK IK RPE KEE | 


8 O N 6 CIII. 
Sung at V. auxball, Set by Mr Potter. 
HE laſt time I went to the fair, 
I met my faithful 2 there; 
ES Yo 0 aig 204017 is 55. 
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He left his mates and flew to me, 

And kiſs'd my hand with merry glee: 
Then led me Ned beneath the vale, ' 
(And gave me ſweetmeats, cakes, and ale) 
Where all the village gaily ſpent 

The live-long night in merriment. 


Not all the lads J daily fee, © 
With Sandy can compared be ; 
He is the moſt accompliſtꝰd youth, 
For virtue, innocence, and truth ; 
His locks are as the raven black, 

In flowing ringlets, down his back ; 
With roſy cheeks and face fo neat, 
And coral lips that kiſs fo ſweet. - 


His cot is ſeated by a mill, 
Adjoining to a chryftal rill 
Upon whoſe verdant margin creep 
Cl $0 ſweet to oo his flock of ſheep. 
Next Eaſter day, leſs ill betide, 
He's premis'd I fhall be his bride : 
Among the ſwains, alas! how few, 
Like Sandy, are fo kind and true! 


22 d 
| $0 N G civ. 
Set by Mr Howard. 


mean? 
Why flutters my heart that was once ſo ſerene? 
Why this ſighing and trembling when Daphne is near ? 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 


12 — my fond boſom? ah ! what can it 


Methinks I for ever with wonder could trace 

The thouſand ſoft charms that embelliſſ thy face: 
Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find 

With thy face I am charm'd, but enflay'd by thy mind. 
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Untainted with folly, un » unſully'd with pride, 
There native good-humqur and virtue reſide; 


Pray heaven that virtue thy ſoul may ſupply, 


91 


With compaſſion for him, who without thee muſt die- 


FFT. 
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E ſylvan pow'rs that rule the plain, 
Where ſweetly winding Fortha glides, 
Conduct me to theſe banks again, 

Since there my charming Molly bides. 
Theſe banks that breathe their vernal fweets, 
Where ev'ry ſmiling beauty meets; 

Where Molly's charms adorn the plain, 
And chear the heart of ev'ry ſwain. 


Thrice happy were the golden days, 
When I, amidft the rural throng, | 

On Fortha's meadows breath'd my lays, 
And Molly's charms were all my ſong. * 

While ſhe was preſent all were gay, 

No forrow did our mirth allay ; 

We ſung of pleaſure, ſung of love, 

And muſic breath'd in every grove. 


O then was I the happieſt fwain ! 
No adverſe fortune marr'd my joy ; 
The ſhepherds ſigh'd for her in vain, 
On me ſhe ſmil'd, to them was coy. 


O'er Fortha's mazy banks we ſtray'd : 
I woo'd, I lov'd the beauteous maid ; 


The beauteous maid my love return'd, 
And both with equal ardour burn'd. 


Once on the graſſy bank reclin'd, 

Where Forth ran by in murmurs deep, 

It was my happy chance to find 
The charming Molly lull'd aſleep: 


* 
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My heart then leapt with inward bliſs, | 

I ſoftly ſtoop'd, and ſtole a kiſs ; 

She wak'd, "he bluſh'd, and faintly blam'd, 
Why, Dun. are ye not aſham'd ? 


Oft in the thick embow'ring groves, 
Where birds their muſic chirp'd aloud, 
Alternately we ſung our loves, 
And Fortha's fair meanders view'd. 
The meadows wore a gen'ral infile, 
Love was our banquet all the while ; 
The lovely proſpe& charm'd the eye, 
To where the ocean met the ſky. 


Ye ſylvan pow'rs, ye rural gods, 

To whom we ſwains our cares impart, 
Reſtore me to theſe bleſt abodes, 

And eaſe, oh eaſe! my loveſick heart; 
"Theſe happy days again reſtore, 
When Moll and I ſhall part no more ; 
When ſhe ſhall fill theſe longing arms, 
And crown my bliſs with all her charms. 


72 OI „„ „ „ DT „. 
8 ON I. 


Set by Mr Boyce. 


R no more, ye learned aſſes, 

Gainſt the joys the bowl ſupplies ; 

Sound its depth, and fill your glaſſes, 
Wiſdom at the bottom lies: 

Fill them higher ſtill, and higher, 

Shallow draughts perplex the brain; ; 


Sipping quenches all our fire, 
Bumpers light it ap again. 


Draw the ſcene for wit and pleaſure, 
Enter jollity and joy: a 

We for thinking have no leiſure, 
Manly mirth is eur employ: 


£8 
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Since in life there's nothing certain, 
We'll the preſent hour engage ; 

And when death ſhall drop the curtain, 
With applauſe we'll quit the ſtage. 


SON G CVII. 
MAY-EVE: OR, KATE OF ABERDEEN 


HE ſilver moon's enamour'd beams 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 
To wanton with the winding ſtreams, 
And kifs reflected light : 
To courts begone ! ! heart-ſoothing ſleep, 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Whilſt I May's wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and ſwains > 25 wait, 
In primroſe chaplets- 

Till morn unbars her go en gate, 
And gives the — May. 

The nymphs and fwains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 

Not half f. ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


I' tune my pipe to playful notes, 

And rouſe your nodding grove, 

Till new-wak'd birds diſtrain their throats, 
And hail the maid I love. 

At her the lark — — 
And quits the new-dreſs'd 

Fond birds, *tis not the morning breaks, 
"Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


Now blithſome o'er the dewy mead, 
Where elves diſportive play, 
The feſtal danee young ſhepherds lead, 
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Till May, in morning · robe, draws nigh, 


And claims a virgin-queen : 
The nymps and ſwains exulting cry, 
« Here's Kate of Aberdeen.” 


-.- hh 0009 0097) 6 990 -.-. 32 
8 O NG CVvVIIL 
THE CHARMS OF A BOTTLE. 


E mortals, whom ſorrow and trouble attend, 
Whoſe life is a ſeries of pain without end, 
For ever depriv'd of hope's all chearing ray, 
Nor know what it is to be happy a day. _ 
Obey then the ſummons, the bottle invites, 
Drink deep, and I'll warrant it ſets you to rights. 


Did Neptune's ſalt element run with freſh wine, 
Tho? all Europe's powers together combine, 
Our brave Britiſh ſailors need ne'er care a jot, 
Surrounded with plenty of ſuch rare grape-ſhot. 
Obey then the ſummons, &c. | 
Was each dull pedantical text ſpinning vicar 
To leave off dry preaching and ſtick to his liquor, 
O how would heiwiſh for that power divine, 
To change, when he would, ſimple water to wine. 
Obey then the ſummons, &c. 


If wine then can miracles work ſuch as theſe, 
And give to the troubl'd mind comfort and eaſe, 
Deſpair not, that bleſſing in Bacchus you'll find, 


Who ſhowers his gifts for the good o mankind. 
Obey then the ſummons, &c. 


FFT 
80 NG Cc. 
IT H the man TO I E was I Jeftin'd t to dwell 


On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, in a cell; 
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Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſart, would be 
More pleaſing than courts, or a palace, to me. 


Let the vain, and the venal, in wedlock aſpire 
To what folly eſteems, and the vulgar admire ; 
I yield them the bliſs, where-their wiſhes are plac'd, 
Inſenſible creatures! *tis all they can taſte. 


SA hacharhachaehachaocharhoghooks 
SONG CX. 
A FAVOURITE NEW S ONG. 
ET the tempeſt of war be heard from afar, 
With trumpets' and cannons? alarms ; - 


Let the brave, if they will, by their valour or kill, 
Seek honour and conqueſt in arms. 


95 


To live ſabe, and retire, is what I defire, 
Of my flocks and my Chloe poſſeſt; 
For in them I obtain true peace, without pain 


And the laſting enjoyment of reſt. 


In ſome cottage or cell, like a ſhepherd, to dwell, 
From all interruption at eaſe; 

In a peaceable life, to be bleſt with a wife, 
Who will ſtudy her huſband to pleaſe. 


en jonfon jou jou Spe jen fon foo feof 
SONG CXI. 
DAWN OF HOPE. 


Dawn of hope my ſoul revives, 
And baniſhes deſpair 
If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 
Make him, ye gods, your care. 


Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 
My tender grief remove 
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Oh! ſend ſome chearing ray of light, 
And guide me to my love. 


Thus, in a ſecret friendly ſhade, 
The penſive Celia mourn'd, 

While courteous Echo lent her aid, 
And ſigh for ſigh return'd. 


When ſudden, Damon's well-knowa face 
Each rifing fear diſarms; | 
He, eager, ſprings to her embrace, 
She ſinks into his arms. 


X00 0000000 ſhSDBCFSDCCDDODOD#þ» 
SO N G _ CXH. 
ADVICE. By a young Lady. 
HEPHERDS, would ye hope to pleaſe us, 


8 You muſt ev'ry humour try; | 
Sometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze us, 


Sometimes laugh, and ſometimes cry. 


Soft denials are but trials 
Of the heart we wiſh to gain ; 


Tho' we've ſhy, and ſeem to fly, 


If you purſue we fiy in vain, 
Wal TW WV AVA TaAVAVV ATA YY 
S. O N G  \CXIIL. 
THE INVITATI VON. 

OME Colin, pride of rural ſwains, 

O come, and bleſs thy native plains : 
The daiſies ſpring, the beeches bud, 
The ſongſters warble in the wood. 


Come Colin, haſte, O come away, 
Your ſmiles will make the village gay : 
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When you return, the vernal breeze 
Will wake the buds, and fan the trees. 


Oh! come and ſee the vi'lets ſpring, 
The meadows laugh, the linnets fing : 


Your eyes our joyleſs hearts can cheer, 
O haſte! and make us happy here. 
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8 O NG cxiv. 
A FAV'RITE DUET AND CHORUS. 


EE the conquering hero comes, 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums, 

Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 

Songs of triumph to him ſing. 


See the god-like youth advance, 
Breathe the flutes, and lead the dance, 


Myrtle wreaths and roſes twine, 
To deck the hero's brow divine. 


* 
SONG CXV. 


A FAVOURITE SONG. 


HO” my dreſs and my manners are ſimple and plain, 
A raſcal I hate, and a knave I difdain ; 

My dealings are juſt, and my conſcience 1s clear, 

And I'm richer than thoſe who have thouſands a year. 


Tho? bent down with age, and for ſporting uncouth, 
I feel no remorſe for the follies of youth ; 
I ſtill tell my tale, and rejoice in my ſong, 
And, my boys, think my age not a moment too long. 
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Let the courtiers, thoſe dealers in grin and grimace 
Creep under, dance over, for title or place; ; 
Above all the titles that low from a throne, 

That of honeſt I prize—and that title's my own. 


K AAA 
s O N G CXVI. 
THE SEASON OF LOVE. 


RIGHT Sol is return'd, the winter is o'er, 
He's all-chearing beams do nature reſtore ; 
The cowſlip and daiſy, the vi'let and roſe, 
Each garden, each orchard, does fragrance diſcloſe : 
The birds chearful notes are heard in each grove, 
All nature confeſſes the ſeaſon of love. 


The nymphs and the ſhepherds come tripping amain, 
All haſten to join in the ſports of the plain ; 
Our rural diverfions are free from all guile, 
The face that is honeft ſecurely can ſmile : 
The heart that's ſincere in affection may prove 
All nature's force in the ſeaſon of love. 


O come then, Philander, with Sylvia away, 
Our friends, that expect us, accuſe our delay; 
Let's haſte to the village, the ſports to begin ; 

T'll ſtrive for my ſhepherd the garland to win. 
But ſee his approach whom my heart does approve, 
Who makes ev'ry moment the feaſon of love. 


A ——— pp 
| 8g 0 XN Cu. 
CHARMS OF LOVELY PEGGY. 


NCE more I'll tune the vocal ſhell, 
To hills and dales my paſſion tell, 
A flame which time can never quell, 


But burns for thee, my Peggy. 
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You greater bards your lyre ſhould hit 

For ſay, what fubje& is more fit, 

Than to record the ſparkling wit, 
And bloom of lovely Peggy? 


The ſun firſt riſing in the morn, 
That paints the dew-beſpangled thorn, 
Does not ſo much the day adorn 

As does my lovely Peggy. 
And when in Thetis' lap to reſt, 
He ftreaks with gold the raddy welt, 
He's not ſo beauteous as, undreſt, 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 


Was ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 
With her the bleating flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely Peggy. 
With her a cottage would delight, 
AlPs happy when ſhe's in my fight ; 
But when ſhe's gone, 'tis endleſs night, 
AlPs dark without my Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the violet blows, 

Or breathes upon the damaſk roſe, 

They do not half the ſweets diſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy. 

I ſtole a kiſs the other day, 

And (truſt me) nought but truth I ſay, 

The fragrance of the blooming May, 
Was not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


While bees from flow'r to flow'r do rove, 


And linnets warble thro' the grove, 
Or ſtately ſwans the waters love, 

So long ſhall I love Peggy. 
And when death lifts his pointed dart 
To ſtrike the blow that rends my heart, 
My words ſhall be, when I depart, 
Adieu! my lovely Fegg. 

2 


oy 


> Ss 
— 


n 
4 = 1 2 2 


— 
= ad * 

92 — — ea 
— — __——_— 


* 
— 


uw 
LAS. 266. 


- 0 — = 
25 —— K —ů — — — 


__ — — — 
— 
3 — — . —2—— Wm 
— — 


— => Ef ... * 


— — 


. — 2 — 


1% A COLLECTION 


— | 1 
. —uwä ret ta F Se wonder  moc#e * 1 wh 


$ O N G CXVIL. 
FLOWERS OF THE FOREST. 


1 ſeen the ſmiling of Fortune beguiling, 
I've felt all its favours, and found its decay; 


Sweet was its bleſſing, kind its careſſing, 
But now *tis fled, —fled far away. 


I've ſeen the foreſt adorned the foremoſt, 
With flowers of the faireſt, moſt pleaſant and gay ; 
Sae bonny was their blooming, their ſcent the air per- 
fuming, 


But now they are wither'd and weeded . 


I've ſeen the morning with gold the hills dorning, 


And loud tempeſt ſtorming before the mid day. 
I've ſeen Tweed's ſilver ſtreams ſhining in ſunny beams, 
Grow drumly and dark as he roll'd on his way. 


O fickle Fortune! why this Sinks ſporting ? 
O why ſtill perplex us, poor ſons of a day ? 
Nae mair your {miles can chear me, nae mair your 


frowns can fear me, 


For the flowers of the foreſt are withered away. 


D 
SONG CcxXX. 
Tune,—Flowers of Edinburgh. 


DIEU, ye ſtreams that ſmoothly glide 
Thro' mazy windings o'er the plain, 
I'll in ſome lonely cave reſide, 
And ever mourn my faithful ſwain. 
Flower of the foreſt was my love, 
Soft as the $i ſummer's gale, 
Gentle and — the 3 
Blooming as roſes in the vale. 
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Alas! by Tweed my love did ſtray, 
For me he ſearch'd the banks around; 
But, ah! the ſad and fatal day, 
My love, the pride of ſwains, was drown'd. 
Now droops the willow o'er the ſtream, 
Pale ſtalks his ghoſt on yonder grove, 
Dire fancy paints him in my dream, 


Awake, I mourn my hopeleſs love. 
ebf. -H. KK. K 
Ss. f. CH. + 
THE FLOWERS OF EDINBURGH. 


Y love was once a bonny lad, 
He was the flower of all his kin; 
The abſence of his bonny face | 
Has rent my tender heart in twain. 
I day nor night find no delight, 
In filent tears I ſtill cn ; 
And exclaim 'gainſt thoſe my rival foes, 


That ha'e ta'en from me my darling ſwain. 


Deſpair and angurſh fill my breaſt, 
Since I have loſt my blooming roſe ; 

I ſigh and moan while others reſt, 
His abſence yields me no repoſe. 

To ſeek my love I'll range and rove, 
Thro? ev'ry grove and diſtant plain; 
Thus I'll ne'er ceaſe, but ſpend my days, 

T” hear tidings from my darling ſwain. 


There's nothing ſtrange in nature's change, 
Since parents ſhew ſuch cruelty ; 

They've caus'd my love from me to range, 
And knows not to what deſtiny. 

Fhe pretty kids and tender lambs 
May ceaſe to ſport upon the plain ; 

But I'll mourn and lament, in deep diſcontent, 
For the abſence of my darling ſwain. 
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Kind Neptune, let me thee intreat, 

To ſend a fair and pleaſant gale; 

Ye dolphins ſweet, upon me wait, 
And convey me upon your tail. 

Heav'ns bleſs my voyage with ſucceſs, 
While crofling of the raging main, | 

And ſend me ſafe o'er to that diſtant ſhore, 
To meet my lovely darling ſwain. 


All joy and mirth at our return 
Shall then abound from Tweed to Tay; 
The bells ſhall ring, and ſweet birds fing, 
To grace and crown our nuptial day. 
Thus bleſs'd with charms in my love's arms, 
My heart once more I will regain ; 


Then I'll range no more to a diſtant ſhore, 


But in love will enjoy my darling ſwain. 
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s Oo NG . CXXL 
JOCKY AND JENNY. 
HEN Jocky was bleſs'd with your love 


and your truth, 
Not on Tweed's pleaſant banks dwelt ſo blithſome 
a youth, | 
With Jenny I ſported it all the day long, 
And her name was the burden and joy of my ſong, 
And her name was the burden and joy of my fong. 


Jenny. Ere Jocky had ceas'd all his kindneſs to me, 
There liv'd in a vale not ſo happy a ſhe, 
Such pleaſures with Jocky his Jenny had knows, 
That ſhe ſcorn'd in a cot the fine folks of the town. 


Focky. Ah! Jocky, what fear now poſſeſſes thy mind, 
That Jenny, ſo conſtant, to Willy's been kind ! 
When dancing ſo gay with the nymphs on the plain, 
She yielded her hand and her heart to the ſwain. 
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Jenny. You falſely upbraid—but remember the day 
With Lucy you toy'd it beneath the new hay ; 5 
When alone with your Lucy, the ſhepherds have ſaid, 
You forgot all the vows that to Jenny you made. 


Jocly. Believe not, ſweet Jenny, my heart ſtray'd from 
thee. 
For Lucy the wanton's a maid ſtill for me: 
From a laſs that's ſo true your fond Jocky ne'er row d, 
Nor once could forſake the kind Jenny he lov'd. 


Jenny. My heart for young Willy ne'er panted nor 
ſigh'd | 
For you of that heart was the joy and the pride. 
While Tweed's waters glide, ſnall your Jenny be true, 
Nor love, my dear Jocky, a ſhepherd like you. 


Jocly. No ſhepherd &er met with fo faithful a fair, 
For kindneſs no youth can with Jocky compare. 
We'll love then, and live from fierce Jealouty free, 
And none on the plain ſhall be happy as we. 


* „ee. e 
S ON 2 CXXII. 
THE BASHFUL LOVER. 
Set by Mr Hudſon. 


HERE lives a ſhepherd in the vale, 
Tender, conſtant, and ſincere, 
Who dares not tell his tender tale, 
Leſt he offend his charmer's ear : 
I cannot, dare not tell his name ; 


But ſay, would you his paſſion blame? 


His heart enſhrines the cruel fair, 
Of all his thoughts the conſtant theme ; 
Her lov'd idea triumphs there, 
His daily muſe, his nightly dream. 
I cannot, dare not, &c. 
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When in her preſence he appears, 
He veils the ſecret of his eyes; 
More deep reſpect his paſſion wears, 
Than ev'n his charmer can ſurmife. 
I cannot, &c. 


Ah! ſhould his love itſelf betray, 
And her auſterity offend! 
Her cruelty would drive away 
At once the lover and the friend. 
I cannot, &c. 


KN NMR 
ee e eee 
STREPHON'S COMPLAINT. 


T HEN Delia on the plain appears, 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears, 
I would approach, but dare not move; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd ear 
No other voice than hers can hear ; 


No other wit but hers approve ; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


If ſhe ſome other ſwain commend, 
Tho? I was once his ſtrongeſt friend, 
His inſtant enemy. I prove, . 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 


When ſhe is abſent, I no more 

Delight in all that pleas'd before, 

The cleareſt ſpring, the ſhadieſt grove ; 
'Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 


When fond of pow'r, of beauty vain, 
Her nets ſhe ſpread for ev'ry ſwain, 
J ftrove to hate, but vainly ftrove ; 


Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 
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$S O N G CXXIv. 
LOGAN-WATER. 


OR ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove 
An unrelenting foe to love ; 

And when we meet a mutual heart, 
Come in between, and bid us part ; 

Bid us figh on from day to day, 

And wiſh, and wiſh the ſoul away, 

Till youth and genial years are flown, 
And all the life of life is gone! 


But buſy, buſy till art thou 

To bind the loveleſs, joyleſs vow, 

The heart from pleaſure to delude, 

And join the gentle to the rude. 

For once, O Fortune, hear my pray'r, 
And I abſolve thy future care: | 
All other wiſhes I refign, 

Make but the dear Amanda mine. 
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o NG cxxv. 
LACK OF' GOLD. 


OR the lack of gold ſhe's left me, 
And of all that's dear bereft me, 
She me forſook for a great duke, 
And to endleſs woes ſhe's left me. 


A ſtar and garter have more art 
Than youth, a true and faithful heart; 


For empty titles we mult part, 
And for glittering ſhow ſhe's left me. 


No cruel fair ſhall ever move 
My injur'd heart again to love ; 
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Through diſtant climates I muſt rove, 
Since Jeany ſhe has left me. 


Ye pow'rs above, I to your care 


| Give up my charming lovely fair; 


Your choiceſt bleſſings be her ſhare, 
Tho? ſhe's for ever left me. 


S O NG _ CXXVL 
PINKY HOUSE. 


Y Pinky-houſe oft let me walk, 
While circled in my arms, 
I hear my Nelly ſweetly talk, 
And gaze o'er all her charms. 
O let me ever fond behold 
Thoſe graces void of art! 
Thoſe chearful ſmiles that ſweetly hold, 
In willing chains my heart. 


O come, my love! and bring anew, 
That gentle turn of mind ; 

That gracefulneſs of air, in you, 
By nature's hand defign'd : 

That beauty, like the bluſhing roſe, 
Firſt lighted up this flame; 


Which, [ke the ſun, for ever glows 


Within my breaſt the ſame ! 


Ye light coquets! ye airy things! 
How vain is all your art! 

How ſeldom it a lover brings! 
How rarely keeps a heart ! 

O! gather from my Nelly's charms, 
That ſweet, that graceful calc ; 
That bluſhing modeſty that warms ; 

That native art to ein 
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Come then, my love! O come along ! 
and feed me with thy charms ; 
Come, fair inſpirer of my ſong, 
O fill my longing arms ! 

A flame like mine can never die, 
While charms, ſo bright as thine, 
So heav'nly fair, both pleaſe the eye, 

and fill the ſoul divine! 


S O N G CXVXVII. 


Set by Dr Arne. 
W HEN trees did bud, nd fields were green, 


And broom bloom'd fair to ſee ; 
When Mary was complete fifteen, 

And love laugh'd in her eye; | 
Blithe Davy's blinks her heart did move 
To ſpeak her mind thus free ; 

“Gang down the burn, Davy love, 

&« And I will follow thee.” 


Now Davy did each lad ſurpaſs 
That dwelt on this burn-ſide ; 
And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride. 
Blithe Davy's blinks, &c. 


Her cheeks were roſy, red and white, 
Her een were bonny blue, 
Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. 
Blithe Davy's blinks, &c. 


What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play, 
And nothing, ſure, unmeet ! 
For, ganging hame, I heard them ſay, 
They i a walk ſo ſweet; 
'Blithe Davy's blinks, &c. 
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His cheek to hers he fondly laid ; 
She cry'd, © Sweet love be true; 
& And when a wife, as now a maid, 
% To death I'll follow you.“ 
Blithe Davy's bliaks, &c. 


As fate had dealt with him in routh, 
Strait to the kirk he led her; 

There plighted her his faith and truth, 
And a benny bride he made her. 
No more aſham'd to own her love, 

Or ſpeak her mind thus free; 

© Gang down the burn, Davy love, 
«© And I will follow thee.” 


NN EE RARE EEE enen 
830 CXXVIII. 


A MAN TOMY MIND: 


I INCE wedlock's in vogue, and ale virgins deſpis'd, 
To all batchelors, greeting, theſe lines are premis'd ; 
I'm a maid that would marry—oh ! could I but find, 
I care not for fortune—a man to my mind. 
A man to my mind, | 
A. man to my mind, 
I care not for fortune—a man to my mind. 


Not the fair feather'd fop, fond of faſhion and dreſs ? 

Nor the *ſquire, that can reliſh no joys but the chace ; 
Not the free thinking rake, whom no mortals can bind; 

Neither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my mind. 
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Not the ruddy-fac'd ſot, who tops world without end; 

Not the drone, that can't reliſh his bottle and friend; 

Not the fool, that's too fond ; nor the churl, that's un- 
kind; 

Neither this, &c. 


Not the rich with full bags, without breeding or merit ; | | 
Not the fluſh, that's all fury, without any ſpirit ; 
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Not the fine Mr Fribble, the ſcorn of mankind ; 
Neither this, &c. 


But the youth, whom good ſenſe and good nature inſpire, 

Whom the brave muſt eſteem, and the fair ſhould admire ; 

In whoſe heart love and truth are with honour cop- 
join'd, 


This, this, and no other's the man to my mind. 
— . $2nt$ 
Ss O0. 8 CXXIX. 

THE JOYS OF HARVEST. 


N % pleaſure unbounded reſounds o'er the plains, . 
And brightens the ſmiles of the damſels and ſwains, 
As they follow the laſt team of harveſt along, 

And end all their toils with a dance and a ſong : 

Poſſeſs'd of the plenty that bleſſes the year, 

Bleak winter's approach they behold without fear, 

And when tempeſts rattle and hurricanes roar, 

Enjoy what they have, and ne'er languiſh for more, 


Dear Chlee, from them let us learn to be wiſe, 

And uſe every moment of life as it flies; 

Gay youth 1s the ſpring-time which all muſt improve, 
For ſummer to ripen an harveſt of love ; 

Our hearts then a provident care ſhould engage, 

To lay friendſhip in ſtore for the winter of age, 
Whoſe frowns ſhall diſarm ev'n Chloe's bright eye, 
Damp the flame in my boſom, and pall ev'ry joy. 


FFFET 
s ON G cxxx. 
IN PRAISE OF CLARET. 


1* ſpite of love, at length I've found 
4 A Miſtreſs that can pleaſe me, 
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Her humour "9p and unconfin'd, 
Both night and day ſhe'll eaſe me. 

No jealous thoughts diſturb my min 

Tho? ſhe's enjoy'd by all mankind ; 
Then drink and never ſpare it, 
*Tis a bottle of good claret. 


If you through all her naked charms, 
Her little mouth diſcover, | 
Then take her bluſhing to your arms, 
And uſe her like a lover; N 
Such liquor ſhe'll diſtil from thence, 
As will tranſport your raviſh'd ſenſe ; 
Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 
Tis a bottle of good claret. 


But beſt of all, ſhe has no tongue, 
Submiſſive ſhe obeys me, 

She's fully better old than young, 
And Al to ſmiling ſways me; 

Her ſkin is ſmooth, complexion black, 

And has a moſt delicious ſmack ; 
Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 
Tis a bottle of good claret. 


If you her excellence would taſte, ; 
Be ſure you uſe her kind, fir, 
Claſp your hands about her . 
And raiſe her up behind, fir g 
As for her bottom, never doubt, 
Puſh but home, and you'll find it out; 
Then drink and never ſpare it, 
Tis a bottle of good 2 


VAVAVAVAY 4 %” a. W a. W AVAY 
. 
SIR JOHN MALCOM. 


EEP ye weel frag Sir John Malcom, Igo and ago, 
If he? sa wiſe man, I miſtak him, iram coram dago, 
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Keep ye weel frae Sandy Don, Igo and ago, 
He's ten times da. er than Sir John, iram coram dago. 


a 
To hear them of travels talk, 
To gae to Lange a 3 
I have been at erd⸗ n, 


Where I ſaw mg 2 
To ſee the won dep 
Wad gar a man baith eep; 


To ſee the Leviathans lany® 
And wi' their tail ding Oer a ſhip. 


Was ye e'er in Crail town? 
Did ye ſee Clark Diſhingtown ? 
His wig was like a drouket hen, 
And the tail o't did hang down 
Like a meikle maun lang dvaket gooſe pen. 


But for to mak? ye mair enamour'd, 
He has a glaſs in his beſt chamber ; 
But forth he ſtept unto the door, 
For he took pills the night before. 
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„A ! when charming Sylvia's gone, 
I ſigh, and think myſelf undone ; 
But when the lovely nymph is here, 

I'm pleas'd, yet grieve ; and hope, yet fear. 
Thoughtleſs all but her, I rove, | 

Ah 1 tell es is not this call'd love? 


Ah me! what pow'r can move me ſo? 
I die with grief when ſhe muſt go, 5 
But I revive at her return; 


| : | 2 
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Tranſports ſo ſtrong, ſo ſweet, ſo new, 
Say, can they be to RAG due ? ? 


Ah no! *tis love, *tis now too - 
J feel, I feel the pleaſing pain; * 
For who Cer ſaw bright Sylyaf $ eyes, q 
But wiſh'd, and long'd, a e prize 
Gods, if the-trueſt muſt be — | * , 
O let her be by me Poſſeſs | | , 


. 
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8 O NG CXXXIIL 
WOO'D AND MARRIED AND A”. 


OO'D and married and a', 
Woo'd and married and a', 
Was fhe nae very weel aff, 
Was woo'd and cried and a'? fr * 
The bride came out of the byre, þ::nirg 6 
And O as ſhe dighted her cheeks, 
Sirs, I'm to be married the night, 
And has neither blankets nor ſheets, 
Has neither blankets nor ſheets, 
Nor ſcarce a coverlet too ; 
The bride that has a' to borrow, 


Has e'en right meikle ado. Woo'd, &e. 
Out ſpake the bride's father, 

As he came in frac the plough; 
O had your tongue my dochter, 

And ye's get gear enough 


The ſtirk that ſtands i' th' tether, 
And our bra' baſin'd yade, 


Will carry ye hame your corn 526 4 
What wad ye be at ye N ? | Woo'd, &c. 
Out ſpake the bride's mither, iy di 


What d—l needs a' this * 5 
I had nae a plack in my pouch 
That night I was a bride; 


PAL 
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My gown was linſy-woolſy, 
And ne'er a ſark ava; 
And ye hae ribbons and buſkins, 
Mae than ane or twa. Woo'd and married &c, 


What's the matter, quo? Willie, 
Tho? we be ſcant o claiths? 
We'll creep the nearer the gither, 
And we'll ſmore a' the fleas : 
Simmer is coming on, ; 

And we'll get teats of woo? ; 
And we'll get a laſs o' our ain, 


And ſhe'll ſpin claiths anew, | Woo'd, Ke. 


SAX - DI 


Out ſpake the bride's brither, 
As he came in wi' the kye, 
Poor Willie had ne'er a ta'en ye, 
Had he kent ye as weel as I; 
For you're baith proud and ſaucy, 
And no for a poor man's wife; 
Gin I canna get a better, 
I'ſe never tak' ane iꝰ my life. Woo'd, &c. 


Out ſpake the bride's ſiſter, 
As ſhe came 1n frae the byre, 
O gin I were but married, 
It's a' that I defire ; 
But we poor fo'k maun live ſingle, 
And do the beſt we can; 
I dinna care what I ſhou'd want, Te 
If I cou'd get but a man. Woo'd and married, &e. 
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RE Phœbus ſhall peep on the freſh budding ſlow'r, 
Or blue bells are-robb'd of their dew ; 
Sleep on my Maria while I deck the bow'r, 
To make it more worthy of you. 5 
n „ 
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There roſes and jeſs'mine each other ſhall greet, 
And mingle to copy thy hue; 

The lily, to match with thy bofom ſo ſweet— 
How faint its reſemblance of you ? 


With ſweets of thy breath the hedge vi'let ſhall vie, 


But weakly, and pay it its due; 
The thorn ſhall be robb'd of the floe for thine eye, 


Yet nature paints nothing like you. 


The leaves of the ſenſitive plant muſt declare 


The truth of my well belov'd ſhe, 


Whoſe hand, if to touch it bold ſhepherds ſhould dark, 


Would ſhrink from all others but me. 
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SONG CXXXV. 
THE SIMILE. 


By Mr R. Perguſſun." | 


T noon tide, as Colin and Sylvia lay 
Within a cool jeſſamine bower, Ang 
A butterfly, wak'd by the heat of the day, 
Was ſipping the juice of each flower. 


Near the ſhade of this covert & young ſhepherd boy, 
The gaudy briſk flutterer ws 

Who held it as paſtime to ſeek and deſtroy. 
Each beautiful inſect that flies, 


From the lily he hunted this fly to the ya | 
From the roſe to the lily again ; 
Till, weary with tracing its motions, he chofe 


To leave the Purſuit with NEA Neude 129 "F 


Then Colin to Sylvia ſmiling] fad; 4 ud 
Amyntor has follow'd you 


From him, like the butterfly ſtill ate ” fled; Arn ot 


'Tho* woo'd by his muſical tongue. 
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Beware, in perſiſting, to ſtart from his arms, 
But with his fond wiſhes comply: 

Come, take my advice; or he's pall'd with your rely? 
Like the youth and the beautiful fly.. 2 


Says Sylvia, Colin, thy ſimile's juſt, 
But ſtill to Amyntor I'm coy 3 
For I vow ſhe's a ſimpleton blind that would t 


a ſwain, when he courts to er 5 ie bs: 
e eee 
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B* the gayly circling g olaſs 
We can ſee how minutes paſs ; 


By the hollow caſſe are told, 
How the waning night e old. 


Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day, | 

Drives us from our ſports' le 

What have we with day to do? 

Sons of care, twas made for you. DE" ” M1 4 * 
Sons of care, twas en le CF 


Come, then, fill the chearful glaſs, 
Truth is only found in wine ane 62 1241 
Tales of love are all u farce, a us est He A 
But true friendſhip i is divine 02 0 ew we friendſhip, 8 ce. 
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By Mr R. rb. e ba 


by a 
Auer, a rob bank of were 23 qu ilro EX 
Young Damon mourn'd hs eien ce 
In ſighs he pet his languid hours, 1 ms 1 © nl) 
And breath'd his woes in lonely Aae. 3 
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Gay joy no more ſhall cheer his mind, 


No wanton ſports can ſoothe his care, 
Since ſweet Anianda prov'd unkind, 
And left him full of F Bleak deſpair... | 


His looks, that were _— as morn, 
Can now no longer ſmiles im part: 
His penſive ſoul, on ſadneſs born 

Is rack'd and torn by Cupid's dart. | 235 


Turm, fair Amanda! cheer your ſwain, 
Unſhroud him from his veil of woe; 
Range ev'ry charm to eaſe the pain 


That i in his r breall doth grove. 
r 


3 0 N E CxXXVIII. 
THE RIVERS OF SCOTLAND. AN ODE. 
Set to Muſic by Mr Collt, 0 N 


O * Scotia's parched land the Naiads flew: þ:. 1:5; 
From towering; hills explor'd her ſhelter'd vales, 
Caus'd Forth in wild meanders pleaſe the view, 

And lift her waters to the zephyrs gales 
Where the glad ſwain ſurveys his fertile ſields, 
And 1 ws erg which hs Rar veſt Velde ö 


Here did thoſe lovely pore . 

Oft wander by the river's ſide,” , 
And oft unbind their treſſes green, 

To bathe them in the fluid tide. | 
Then to the ſhady grottos would retire, 
And ſweetly echo to. the warbling choir ; 

Or to the ruſhing waters tune their ſhells, 

To call up echo from the Wood. 

Or from the rocks or chyrſtal floods, woY þ 
Or from ſurrounding, banks, or hills or dales, faellt 

Chorus, Or. to the ruſhing waters, c. 
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When the cool fountains firſt their ſprings forſook, 
Murmuring ſmoothly to the azure main, 
Exulting Neptune then his trident ſhook, 
And wav'd his waters gently to the wlain, : 
The friendly tritons on his chariot borne, | 
With cheeks dilated blew the hollow-ſounding horn. 
Now Lothian and Fifan ſhores, 
Reſounding to the mermaid's ſong, 
Gladly emit their limped ſtores, 
And bid them ſmoothly fail along 
To Neptune's empire, and with him to roll 
Round the involving ſphere from pole to pole; 
To guard Britannia from envious foes, 
To vi view her angry vengeance hurPd 
In awful thunder:routid the world, | 
And trembling nations bending to her blows. 
Chorus. To guard Britannia, Kc. 
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High tow'ring on the zephyrs' breezy . | 
Swift fly the Naiads from Fortha's ſhores, | 35 

And to the ſouthern airy mountains bring + 
Their ſweet enchantment, and their magie bene. 
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Each ae her favourite willow takes, 
The earth with fev*rous tremor ſhakes, 
The ſtagnant lakes obey their call, 
Streams o' er the graſſy paſtures fall 
Tweed ſpreads her waters to the lucid ray, 
Upon the dimpled ſurf the ſun- beams — 

On her green banks the tuneful ſhepherd lies, 
Charm'd with the muſie of his reed, 
Amidſt the wavings of the Tweed: 

From ſky reflecting ſtreams the river nymphs ariſe 
Chorus. On her green banks, &c. ö 


The liſt'ning muſes heard the ſhepherd play, > 
Fame with her brazen trump proclaim'd his name; 

And, to attend the eaſy graceful lar, 
Pan from Arcadia to Tweeda came. 

Fond of the change, alon che banks he Reay'd; 


And ſung, unmindful of th' Arcadian ſhade, - 


Th" Hob 
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Attend every fanciful fan 
Whoſe notes ſoftly flow from the reeds 5 

With harmony guide the ſweet ſtrain, 
To ſing of the beauties of Tweed. | 


Where the 3 * woods, and of Abe 

In ſoothing ſweet melody join, | 

To enliven your paſtoral themes, 
And make human numbers divine. 


Chor. Ye Sabian from ths om grove, | 
The tender woodland ftrain approve, 
While Tweed in ſmoother cadence glides, | 
O'er flow'ry vales in gentle tides ; 
And as ſhe rolls her ſilver waves alon 
Murmurs and ſighs to quit the rural forg. 
Scotia's great Genius in ruffet clad, £28 
From the cool ſedgy bank exalts her head, 15 
In joyful rapture ſhe the change eſpies, 
Sees — n defvends and gropes 1 


A 1 aon. it; 


As ſable clouds, e | 
Oft dim the ſhining ſkies, 5 5 
So gloomy: thoughts create bur. ing. 
And luſtre leaves her n e e 


Ve powers! are enniafy . | 
% With ſo much beauty grac'd, ' 
“% To have thoſe ſweets your bounty ys: 
" By re | io [ol 


66 0 N at hin! 8 e 

« The limpid fountains play, + oe nh 1 
«© Oer Caledonia's northern land 1 0 

Let reſtleſs waters ſtray. 
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6 Since from the void creation roſe, 

«© Thou'ſt made a ſacred vow, 
That Caledon to foreign foes 

6 Should ne'er be known to bow.” 


The Mig hty Thund'rer on his ſapphire throne, 
In mercy's ya attir'd, heard the ſweet voice 
Of female woe —ſoft as the morning ſong 

Of Philomela midſt the evening ſhades; 

And thus return'd an anſwer to her pray'rs : 


«© Where birks at Nature? s call ariſe ; 

«© Where fragrance hails the vaulted ſkies ; 
«© Where my own oak its umbrage ſpreads, 
«* Delightful ?midſt the woody ſhades : 

«© Where ivy mould'ring rocks entwines; | 
«© Where. breezes bend the lofty pine: 
There ſhall the laughing Naiads ſtray, - | 
« *Midit the ſweet banks of nn 12 855 i! 


Fr rom the dark womb of earth Tay" 8 waters fly; 
Ordain'd by Jove's unalterable voice: 
The ſounding lyre celeſtial muſes ſtring, 
The choiring ſongſters in the groves rejoice. 
Each fount its chryſtal fluid pours, 
Which from ſurrounding mountains flow: 
The river bathes its verdant ſhores, 
Cool o'er the ſurf the breezes blow. | 


Let England's ſons extol thej — fair, 


Scotland may freely boaſt her genꝰ rous ſtreams, 


Their ſoil more e fertile, and their milder air, 
Her fiſhes ſporting in the ſolar beams. 
Thames, Humber, Severn, all muſt yield the bay 


To the pure ſtreams of Forth, of Tweed, and Tay. 


Chorus. Thames, Hunden &c. 


O Scotia ! when ſuch beauty 1 

A manſion near thy flowing ſtreams, 
Ne'er ſhall ſtern Mars, in iron car, 
Drive his proud courſers to the war: 
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But fairy forms ſhall ſtrew around + 
Their olives on the peaceful ground ; 
And turtles join the warbling throng, | 
To uſher in the morning ſong. 
Or ſhout in chorus all the live-long day, 
From the green banks of Forth, of „en and Tay. 


When gentle Phrebe's friendly k ght 
In ſilver radience clothes the night, 
Still Muſic's ever varying ftrains 
Shall tell the lovers, Cynthia reigns. 
And wooe them to her midnight bowers, 
Among the fragrant dew-clad flowers, 
Where ev'ry rock, and hill, and dale, 
With echoes greet the nightingale, 
Whoſe pleaſing, ſoft, pathetic tongue, 
To kind condolence turns the ſong; 
And often wins the love- ſick ſwain to ſtray, 
To hear the tender variegated lay, 
Thro' the dark woods of Forth, "of Tweed, and Tay. 


Hail, native ſtreams, and native groves ! 
Oozy caverns, green alcoves! 
Retreats for Cytherea's reign, | 

With all the graces in her train. 
Hail, Fancy, thou, whoſe ray fo bright 

Diſpels the glimm'ring taper's 1 8 

Come in aerial veſture blue, 

Ever pleaſing, ever new, 

In theſe receſſes deign to dwell, 

With me in yonder moſs-clad cell: 
Then ſhall my reed, fucceſsful, tune the lay, 
In numbers, wildly warbling, as they ſtray 
Thro?” the _ banks of Fortha, Tweed, and Tay. 
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HE women al tell me, Pm falſe to my 15 
That J quit my poor Chloe, and Rick 1 to my glaſs: 
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But to you, men of reaſon, my reafons I'll own, 
And if you don't like them, why—let them alone. 


Altho' I have left her, the truth I'll declare, 

] believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair; 
But goodneſs and charms in a bumper I fee, 

That make it as good and as charming as fhe. 

My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles I muſt own, 
And tho” ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe could frown ; 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, 

Did you e'er ſee a frown in a bumper of wine: 


Her lilies and roſes were juſt in their prime, 
Yet lilies and roſes are conquer'd by time; 
But in wine, from its age, ſuch a benefit flows, 
That we like it the better the older it grows. 


They tell me, my love would in time have been cloy'd, 
And that beauty's inſipid when once tis enjoy'd ; 
But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy, 
For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am J. 


Let murders, and battles, and hiſtory, prove 
The miſchiefs that wait upon rivals in love; 
But in drinking, thank Heav'n, no rival contends; 
The more we love liquor, the more we are friends. BY 
She too might have poiſon'd the joys of my life, 
With nurſes, and babies, and ſqualling, and ftrife ; 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring, 


And a big-belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing. 


We ſhorten our days when with love we engage, 
It brings on diſeaſes, and haſtens old age; 
But wine from grim death can its votaries ſave, 


And keep out t'other leg when there's one in the grave. | 


Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falfe to their word, 
dhe has left me, to get an 3 1 ora lord; 
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But my bumper (regarding not title or pelf) 


Will ſtand by me when I can't ſtand by myſelf. 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain, 


She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain : 


For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy ; 


Should you doubt what I ſay, take a bumper and try, 
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S ON G CXL. 
THE LINNETS. 


S bringing home, the other day 
A Two linnets I had ta'en, ; 


The little warblers ſeem'd to pray 


For liberty again. — 


VUnheedful of their plaintive notes, 


I ſung acroſs the mead : 


In vain they ſwelPd their downy throats, 
and flutter'd to be free'd. | 


As paſſing thro? the tufted grove 
Near which my cottage ſtood, 
I thought I ſaw the queen of love, 
When Chloe's charms I view'd. 
I gaz'd, I lov'd, I preſs'd her ſtay, 
To hear my tender tale; 
But all in vain, ſhe fled away, 
Nor could my fighs prevail. 


Soon, thro? the wound which love had made, 
Came pity to my breaſt, 
And thus I (as compaſſion bade) 
The feather'd pair addreſs'd : 
Ye little warblers! chearful be, 
Remember not ye flew ; | 
For I, who thought myſelf ſo free, 
Am far more caught than you, 
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WILLY'S RARE AND WILLY'S FAIR. 


| 


FUL Rn 


A favourite Scott Song, fung by Mrs Wris ten at Vaux- 
Hall, fet to Mufic by Mr Hook. | 


E 


IT H tuneful pipe; and merry glee, 
Young Willy won my heart; 
A blither ſwain you cou'dna ſee, 
All beauty without art. 
Willy's rare, and Willy's fair, 
And Willy's wond'rous bonny ; 
And Willy ſays he'll marry me, 
Gin e'er he marries ony. 
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O came you by yon water-ſide ? 
PulPd you the roſe or lily ; 
Or came you by yon meadow green ? 
Or ſaw you my ſweet Willy ? 
Willy's rare, and Willy's fair, &c. 


Sin? now the trees are in their bloom, 
And flowers ſpread o'er ilk field, 
PII meet my lad among the broom, 
And lead him to my ſummer's ſhield. 
Willy's rare, and Willy's fair, &c. 
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$ ON G CXLIT, 
THE NUN. 


URE a laſs in her hints, at the age al nineteen, 

Was ne'er ſo diſtreſt as of late I have been; 

I know not, I vow, any harm I have done, 3 
But my mother oft tells me ſhe'll have me a Nun. 
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Don't you think it a pity a girl ſuch as I, | 
Should be ſentene'd to pray, and to faſt, and to cry ; 
With ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 

And my heart it loves frolick too well for a Nun. 


0 hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and fwear, 


Is a thouſand times better to me, I declare ; 
I can keep myſelf chafte, nor by wiles be undone, 
Nay, beſides, I'm too handſome, I think, for a Nun. 


Not to love, or be lov'd, oh! I never can bear, 


Nor yield to be ſent to, I cannoc tell where; 


To live, or to die, in this caſe, were all one, 


Nay, I ſooner would die than be reckon'd a Nun, 


Perhaps, but to teaze me ſhe threatens me ſo; 
I'm ſure, was ſhe me, ſhe would gladly ſay, No; 
But, if. ſhe's in earneſt, I from her will run, 

And be marry'd in ſpite,athat I mayn't be a Nun. 


Pe 
| SONG im 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 
Sung by Mrs Scan in the Conſeious Lovers. 


F love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment ? 

1 If bitter, O tell me, whence comes my content? 
Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 
Or grieve at my fate, when I know tis in vain ? 

Yet ſo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
That, at once it both wounds me, and tickles my heart. 


I graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And, by paſſionate filence, I make my love known : 
But oh ! how I'm bleſt, when fo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing miſtake, to diſcover her love ; 
When, in ftriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 
And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name 
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How pleaſing is beauty! how ſweet are her charms! * 
Her embraces how joyful ! how peaceful her arms! 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love, 
'Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: 
And to Beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes mult yield ; 
For 'tis Beauty that conquers and keeps the fair field. 


2c 
S O NG CXLIV. 
Same Tune. 


F wine be a cordial, why does it torment ?' | 
If poiſon, O tell me, whence comes my content? 

Since I drink it with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 

Or repent ev'ry morn, when I know *tis in vain ? | 

Yet ſo charming the glaſs is, ſo deep is the quart, 

That, at once, it both drowns, and enlivens my heart. 


I take it off briſkly, and, when it is down, 
By my jolly complexion I make my joy known : 
But, oh! how I'm bleſt, when ſo ſtrong it does prove, 
By its ſov'reign heat, to expel that of love; | 
When in quenching the old I create a new flame, 
And am wrapt in ſuch pleaſures as ſtill want a name. 


SIS TGOT TIL III IIIIOT 
S ON G CXLV. 


THE HAPPY PAIR. 


OW bleſt has my time been? what joys have I known, 
Since wedlock's ſoft bondage made Jeſſy my own? 
80 joyful my heart is, ſo eaſy my chain, 
That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a pain. 
That freedom is taſteleſs, &c. 


Thro' walks grown with woodbines, as often. we ſtray, 
Aronnd us our boys and girls frolic and ks E370 
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Ho pleaſing their fport is | the wanton ones ſee 
And borrow their looks from my Jeſy and me. | 


To try her ſweet temper, oft times am I ſeen, 
In revels all day with the nymphs on the green: 
Tho? painful my abſence, my doubts ſhe beguiles, 
And meets me at night with complacence and ſmiles. 


What tho? on her cheeks the roſe loſes its hue, 
Her wit and good-humour blooms all the year thro? . 
Time ſtill, as he flies, adds increaſe to her truth, 
And gives to her mind what he ſteals from her youth. 


Ye ſhepherds fo gay, who make love to enſnare, 
And cheat, with falſe vows, the too credulous fair ; 
In ſearch of true pleaſure, how vainly you roam, 
To hold it for life, you muſt find it at home. 


+$$$$$++$+$4++4+4+$$44++5 
SON G CXLVI. 


'T HEN Jeffy fmil'd, her lovely look 
My wand'”ring heart a pris'ner took, 
And bound it with ſo ftrong a chain, 
I ne'er expect it back again. | 


Then, Jeſſy, treat a captive true 
When gentle uſage— tis its due 
It pants for thee alone. 
Then take it kindly to thy breaſt, 
And give the weary wand'rer reſt, 

And keep it near thy own. 


% 


ON eren. 
THE ADDRESS. 


9 P'WIXT pleafing hope and painful fear, 
True love divided hes, 


ES \ 
3 


" BD 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 127 


With artleſs look, and ſoul ſincere, 
Above all mean diſguiſe. _ ! ., 
For Celia thus my heart has mov'd, - 
Accept it, lovely fair ; 
I've lik'd before, but never lov'd, 
Then let me not deſpair. 


My fate before your feet I ly, 
Sentence your willing flave ; 
Remember that tho? tyrants'flay, 
Yet heav'nly powers ſave. 3 
To bleſs is heav'n's peculiar grace, 
Let me a bleſſing find: 
And fince you wear an angel's face, 
O ſhew an angel's mind. 
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F ROM ſweet bewitching tricks of have, 
Young men your hearts ſecure, 
Left in the paths of ſenſe you rove, 
In dotage premature, 
Look at each laſs thro*- wiſdom's glaſs, 
Nor truſt the naked eye. 
Gallants, beware, look ſharp, take care, 
The blind eat many a fly. 


There's ne'er a ſpinſter in the realm 
But knows mankind to cheat, | 

Down to the cottage from the beim. 
The learn'd, the brave, and 

With lovely hels. and golden hooks, 
T” entangle us they try. | 

_ Gallants beware, &c. 


Not only on their hands and necks. 


The borrow'd white you'll find, - 2 6 yr 1 


Some belles, when intereſt directs, wi 2414 1 
Can even paint the mim 
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Joy i in diſtreſs can they expreſs, 
Their very tears can lie. 


Gallants beware, &c. 


Could we with ink the ocean fill, 
Was earth of parchment made, 6. 4 4 
Was ev'ry fingle ſtick a quill, . | 0 
Each man a ſcribe by trade, 15 S 
To write the tricks of half the ſex, 
Would ſuck that ocean dry. 
Gallants beware, &c. 


* N NN NN K*, NEN K 
S O N G CXLIX. 
THE ANSWER. 


HO? women by proud men are ſcorn'd 
For being oft too kind, 

Yet all welt know that men, when os, 

Are to their wills confin'd ; FA 
With reſtleſs pain, one ſmile to gain, | 

All ways they gladly try: | | 
But, maids, beware, avoid the 3 Nepia 

All men teal cunningly. | | 


There's not a man, who, in his heart, 
Does woman truly love ; 
They but delight t 5 the dart, 
And all its pains approve. 
With looks ſerene they've often ſeen, 


They flatt'ring words apply. 
But, maids, beware, &c. 


They oſten ſtrive, with artful tale, 
Each fair one to deceive, 
On our nature to prevail, 
Then laugh within their ſleeve; 
With ſelf conceit they think to cheat 
The heart as well as eye. 
__ maids, beware, &c. 
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If, then, to rout the ſelfiſh crew, 
You'd chuſe a faithful guard, 
Let Virtue rule the heart, then fore 
Will loſe their juſt reward: | 
. Not all the tribe her fool cam tathay+- - To, 


She will all art defy. 
ren mean 1 49d. dl Eb; 150 


a GC 


ein S O N n 
THE APOLOGY. 


11 ſorry, dear brethren, I'm forc'd to AR 
To ſing, you might as well bid me to fly; 
Tis true, 5 ve a voice, ſo has the town crier, 
If T ſay mine's a better, I'm ſure I'm a liar. 


However, to pleaſe-you diho, 1 be haare, 
If you'll take it, like marriage: for better for worſe. 
Now you've heard—nay, you've heard the beſt I' can 


do, 
And I'm fre you're conrine'd what Ed you was 


true, , 
Nr 2 NN W - 
Urry | 
8 0 N G LI. 3429 20 * 


TIME ENOUGH YET. 


A term full as s long as the ſiege of old , 

To win a ſweet girl I my time did : 

Oft urg'd her the day of our marriage to ſet, | 

As often ſhe anſwer'd, tis time enough yet. 
Ticke <nough yet, "tie time n nets. | 8 13 

As often ſhe anſwer d, tis time ern thro oN 
a Df Es 
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J told her, at laſt, that her paſſions were wrong, 
And more, that I 3 to be fool'd with fo long: 

She burſt out a laughing at ſeeing me fret, 

And humming a tune, cry'd, *tis time enough yet, 

Time enough yet, &c. . 


Determin'd by her to be laugh'd at no more, 
I flew from her preſence, and bounc'd out of door, 
Reſolved of her better uſage to get, 
Or on her my eyes again never to ſet, _ 
Never to ſet, &c. 


To me the next morning her maid came in haſte, 
And begg'd, for God's fake, I'd forget what was paft, 
Declar'd her young lady did nothing but fret ; 

I told her, I'd think on't, twas time enough yet, 
Time enough yet, ce. 


She next, in a letter as long as my arm, 
Declar'd from her ſoul ſhe intended no harm, 
And begg'd I the day of our marriage would ſet ; 
I wrote her for anſwer, *tis time e yet, 
Time enough yet, Ke. 4 
But that was ſcarce gone when a niece I ſent, | 
To ſhew in my heart I began to relent : 7 
I begg'd I might ſee her; together we met; 
We kiſe'd and were friends again, ſo are we vet, 
80 are we yet, &c. 
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s O NG CLI. 0 
Tune,—Good-night and Foy be cui you 4. 


He is bes whoe'er he be, han 21 % 64 
a That in his lifetime meets one true _— 1 
Who cordially does ſympathize . c ary! 

In worth. in action, heart, and mind; 
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My kind reſpects do not neglect, 
Altho' my wealth or ſtate be ſmall z 

With a melting heart, and a mournful eye, 
I beg the Lord be wi you all. 


My loving friends, I kiſs your hands, 
For time invites me now to move; 
On your poor ſervant lay commands, 
Who is ambitious of your love. 
He—whoſe pow'r and might, both day and night, 
Governs the depths, makes rain to fall, 
To ſun and moon gives courſe of light, 


Direct, protect, defend you all. 


I do proteſt, within my breaſt, 
Your memory I'll not negle& ; 
On that record I'll lay arreſt, 
No change ſhall ever alter it. 
All J defire of earthly bliſs, 
Is to be freed from guilt or thrall ; 
I hope my God will grant me this: | 
Good night, and God be wi' you all. 


-t- - EKA -A- 
S ON G ., 
SOMETHING ELSE TO DO. 


HE ſun was ſleeping in the main, 
Bright Cynthia ſilver'd all the plain, 

When Colin turn'd his team to reſt, 

And ſought the laſs he lov'd the beſt. 

As tow'rd her cot he jogg'd along, 

Her name was frequent in his ſong ; 

But when his errand Dolly knew, 

She vow'd ſhe'd ſomething elſe to do. 


He ſwore he did eſteem her more 
Than any maid he'd ſeen before, 
In tender ſighs proteſting, he 
Would conſtant as the turtle be ; 
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Talk' d much of death, ffiou'd ſhe refuſe, 
And us'd ſuch arts as lovers uſe: 

"Tis fine, ſays Doll, if 'tis but true, 
But now, I've ſomething elſe to do. 


Her pride then Colin thus addreſt, 
Forgive me, Doll, I did but jeſt; 
To her that's kind I' conftant prove; 
But, truſt me, I'll ne' er die for love. 
Tho? firſt the did his courtſhip ſcorn, 
Now Doll began to court in turn ; 
Dear Colin, I was jefting too, 
Step in, I've nothing elſe to do. 


GT CL ELELELELETLEIL EEE AE AMET EV EP 
| NG ELIV. 
SHEPHERD! 8 COMPLAINT. 


E ſhepherds, has bleſt in your loves, 
Live ſtrangers to ſorrow and care, 
O! pity a brother, that proves 
The heart- breaking pangs of deſpair. 
What boots it my heifers and ewes 
All thriving and pregnant I find? 
Poor bleſſings, poor comforts are theſe, 
Since Peggy is falſe and unkind. 


Bear witneſs, each fountain and vale, 
Bear witneſs, each garden and grove, 
How oft ſhe has heard my fond tale, 
And ſmil'd on the fuit of my love. 
But, oh cruel change that I find, 
The gentle 1s now grown ſevere, 
More cold than the north's chilling wind, 
That blaſts the young buds of the year. 


Range wildly, my flocks and my herds ; 
gs og from your maſter, poor Tray; ; 
ipe ſhall no more wake the birds, 

1 1 break it and fling it away. 
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Some deſart all barren and blake, 
Shall ſhield me from every eye ; 
There, Peggy, I'll weep for thy ſake, 
I'll weep, cruel maid, and Þ'll die. 


S L” e 
8 ON G CLV; 


HIGHLAND MARCH. 
N the garb of old Gaul, wi' the fire of old Rome, 


From the Nad een mountains of Scotia we come, 
Where the Romans endeavour'd our country to gain, 
But our anceſtors fought, and they fought not in vain. 

Such our love of liberty, our country, and our laws, 

That, like our old anceſtors, we ſtand by Freedom's 
cauſe; 

We'll bravely fight, like heroes bold, for honour and 
applauſe, 

And defy the French, with all their art, to alter our 
laws. 


No effeminate cuſtoms our ſinews unbrace, 
No luxurious tables enervate our race; 
Our loud - ſounding pipe bears the true martial ſtrain, ; 
So do we the old Scottiſh valour retain. 
Such our love, &c. 


We're tall as the oak on the mount of the vale, 

Are ſwift as the roe which the hind doth aſſail: 

As the full moon in autumn our ſhields do appear, 

Minerva would dread to encounter our ſpear. 
ouch our love, &c. 


As a ſtorm in the ocean when Boreas blows, _ 

So are we enrag'd when we ruſh on our foes ; 

We ſons of the mountains, tremendous as rocks, 

Daſh the force of our foes with our Ts. ſtrokes. 


Such our love, &c. > 
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uebec and Cape Breton, the pride of old France, 
In their troops fondly boaſted till we did advance ; 
But when our claymores they ſaw us produce, 
Their courage did fail, and they ſu'd for a truce, 


Such our love, &c. 


In our wk may the fury of faction long ceaſe, 
May our councils be wiſe, and our commerce increaſe, 
And in Scotia's cold climate may each of us find, 
That our friends ſtill prove true, and our beauties prove, 


kind, 
Then we'll defend our liberty, our e and our 
laws, * 


And 8 0 our late poſterity to fight in Freedom's cauſe, 

That they, like our anceſtors bold, for honour and ap- 
plauſe, 

May defy the French and Spaniards to alter our laws. 


r 


n Firn 
DE IL TAK THE WARS. 


EIL tak the wars that hurried Billy from me, 
Who to love me juſt had ſworn ; 
'They made him captain ſure to undo me; 
Woe's me! he'll ne'er return. 
A thouſand loons abroad will fight him, 
He from thouſands ne'er will run: 
Day and night I did invite him, 
To ſtay at home from ſword and gun. 


I us'd alluring graces, 
With muckle ki ad embraces, 

Now ſighing, then crying, tears dropping fall; 
And had he mv ſoft arms ; 
Preferr'd to war's alarms, 

By love grown mad, without the man of God, 

T ive in my &e I bad granted all. 
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I waſh'd, and patch'd, to make me look provoking ; 
Snares that they told me would catch the men, 
And on my head a huge commode fat poking, 
Which made me ſhew as tall again ; 
For a new gown too I paid muckle money, 
Which with golden flow'rs did ſhine ; | 
My love well might think me gay and bonny, 
No Scots laſs was e'er ſo fine. | 


, 


My petticoat I ſpotted, - | | 
Fringe too with thread I knotted, _. : 
Lace-ſhoes, and filk-hoſe garter'd full o'er knee 
But, oh! the fatal thought, 
To Billy theſe are nought ; 
Who rode to towns, and rifled with dragoons, - 
When he, ſilly loon, might have plunder'd me. 


FP 
s O NG CL vi. 
JAMIE GAY. 


A Jamie gay gang'd blithe his way . 
Along the river Tweed. 
A bonny lafs, as e*er was ſeen, 
Came tripping o'er the mead. 
The hearty ſwain, untaught to feign, 
The buxom nymph ſurvey'd, 
And, full of glee as lad could be, * 
Beſpoke the pretty maid. 4 


Dear laſſie tell, why by thine ſell 
Thou haſt'ly wand'reſt here. 
My ewes, ſhe cry'd, are ſtraying wide, 
Canſt tell me, laddie, where? 
To town I hy, he made reply, 
Some meikle ſport to ſee ; 
But thou'rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim, and neat, 
PII ſeek the ewes with _ 
2 
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She gave her hand, nor made a ſtand, 2 
But lik'd the youth's intent; 
O' er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale 
Right merrily they went. 
The birds ſang ſweet, the pair to greet, 
And flow'rs bloom'd all around; 
And as they walk'd, of love they talk'd, 
And joys which lovers crown'd. 


And now the ſun had roſe to noon, 
The zenith of his power, 

When to a ſhade their ſteps they made, 
To paſs the mid-day hour. 

The — lad row'd in his plaid 
The laſs, who ſcorn'd to frown ; 

She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſought, 
And he to gang to town. 


Foto otoeharctortortecheehighagtoc thats 
$5.0 N G CLVIIL © 
MY HEART'S MY AIN. 


5 IS nae very lang ſinſyne, 
That I had a lad o' my ain, 
But now he's awa? to anither, 
And left me a' my lane. 
The laſs he's courting has filler, 
And I hae nane at a'; 
And it's nought but the love of the tocher 
That's ta'en my lad awa'”. ' 


But I'm blithe that my heart's my ain, 
And T'll keep it a' my life, 
Until that I meet wr a lad 
Who has ſenſe to wail a good wife. 
For though I ſay't myſelf, 
That ſhou'd na ſay't, tis true, 
The lad that gets me for a wife, 
He'll ne'er hae occaſion to rue. 
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I gang ay fou clean and fou toſh, 
As a' the neighbours can tell, 
Tho? I've ſeldom a gown on my back 
But ſic as I ſpin myſell. 
And when I'm clad in my curtſy, 
I think myſell as braw 
As Suſie, wi' a her pearling, 
That's ta'en my lad awa'. 


But I wiſh they were buckl'd together, 
And may they live happy for life; 

Tho' Willy does ſlight me, and's left me, 
The chield he deſerves a good wife. 


But, O! I'm blithe that I've miſs'd him, 


As blithe as I weel can be; 
For ane that's ſae keen o' the filler 
Will n&er agree wi' me. 


But, as the truth is, I'm hearty, 
I hate to be ſcrimpit and ſcant ; ; 
The wee thing I ha'e Pl mak? uſe o't, 
And nae ane about me ſhall want. 
For I'm a good guide o' the warld, 
I ken when to had and to gre; 
For whinging and cringing for filler 
Will ne'er agree wi' me. 


Contentment is better than riches, 
An' he wha has that has enough; 
The maſter is ſeldom ſae happy 
As Robin that drives the plough. 
But if a young lad wou'd caſt up 
To make me his partner for life, 
If the chield has the ſenſe to be happy, 
He'll fa* on his feet for a wife. 
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Friend of mine came here yeſtreen, 
And he wou'd ha'e — down 
: * 


138 & COELCECTION 
To drink a bottle of ale wi' him 


In the neiſt borrows-town. 
But, O! indeed it was, Sir, 
Sae far the war for me, 
For lang or e'er that I came hame 


My wife had ta'en the gee. 


We ſat ſae late, and drank ſae ſtout, 
The truth I tell to you, 

That lang or &er midnight came, 
We were a' roaring fou. 

My wife ſits at the fire- ſide, 
And the tear blinds ay her e'e, 

The ne'er a bed will ſhe gae to, 
But aa and tak the gee. 


In the morning ſoon, when I came down, 
The ne'er a word ſhe ſpake ; 
But mony a fad and ſour look, 
and ay her head ſhe'd ſhake. 
My dear, quoth I, what aileth thee 
To look fac ſour on me? 
PH never do the like again, 
If you'll ne'er tak” the gee. 


When that ſhe heard, ſhe ran, ſhe flang 
Her arms about my neck ; 

And twenty kiſſes in a crack, 
And, poor wee thing, ſhe grat. 

If janer ne'er do the like again, 
But bide at hame wi? me, 

I'll lay my life I'ſe be the wife 
That's never tak' the gee. 


Cn IC SIR Sn =D 
$S ON G CLX. 
CHLOE'S KISSES. 


EAR Chloe, come give me ſweet kiſſes," 
For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 


But why, in the midſt of my bliſſes, 
Do you aſk me how many I'd have? 

I am not to be {tinted in pleaſure, 
Then prithee, dear Chloe, be kind ! 

For ſince I love thee beyond meaſure, 
To numbers Ill ne'er be confin'd, 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
Count the flow'rs that enamel the fields, 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are ftraying, 

Or the grain that nch Sicily yields : 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven, 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore, 
And when ſo many kiſſes you've given, 
I {till ſhall be aſking for more. 


To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 
heart which, dear Chloe, is thine ; 
In my arms I'd for ever enfold thee, 
And twiſt round thy neck like a vine. 
What joy can be greater than this is? 
My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent : 
But the wretch who can number his kiſſes, 
Will always with few be content. 
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OW little do the landfmen know 
Of what we ſailors feel, Te 

When waves do mount, and winds do blow ! 

but we have hearts of ſteel. 
No danger can affright us, 

No enemy ſhall flout ; 
We'll make the monſieurs fight us, 

So toſs the cann about. | 


Stick ſtout to orders, meſſmates, 
Well plunder, burn, and fink ; 
Then France have at your firſt- rates, 

For Britons never ſhriak. 
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We'll rummage all we fancy, 
We'll bring them 1n by ſcores, 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 

Shall roll in Louis-d'ores. 


While here at Deal we're re lying, 


With our noble commodore, 


We'll ſpend our * freely, boys, 


And then to ſea for more. 

In peace we'll drink and ſing, boys, 
In war we'll never fly: 

Here's a health to George our King, boys, 
And the Royal Family. 


rr 
S O N G CLXII. 


A FAVOURITE SONG. 


zh HAT Jenny's my friend, my delight and my pride, 
I always have boaſted and ſeek not to hide ; 
I dwell on her praiſes wherever I go: 


They ſay, I'm in love, but I anſwer, No, no. 


At ev'ning oft times, with what pleaſure I ſee 
A note from her hand“ I'll be with you at tea!“ 
My heart how it bounds when I hear her below, 
But ſay not *tis love, for I anſwer, No, no. 


She ſings me a fag, and I echo its train, 


Again I cry Jenny, 8 Jenny again; 


I kiſs her ſweet lips as if there I would grow, 
But ſay not tis love, for I anſwer, No, no. 


She tells me her faults, as ſhe fits on my knee, | 
I chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel to me : 
My ſhoulder ſhe taps, and ſtill bids me think ſo : 
Who knows but ſhe loves, tho? ſhe anſwers, No, no. 


From beauty, from wit, and good humour, how I, 
Shou'd prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly ; 


N 
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Thy bounty, O Fortune ! make haſte to beſtow, 
And let me deſerve her, or ſtill Pll ſay No. 


eee + $$$ ÞÞÞ$4I$$+Þ 
8 O NG ecxXIII. 
FAIR SUSANNAH. 


SK if yon damaſk roſe be ſweet 
That ſcents the ambient air; 
Then aſk each ſhepherd that you meet 
If dear Suſannah's fair. 


Say, will the vulture leave his prey, 
And warble thro? the grove! 

Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray, 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 


The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare 
Let pride in ſplendor ſhine ; 

Ye bards, unenvy'd laurels wear, 
Be fair Suſannah mine. 


rr 
S$S ON G CLXIV. 
Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, at Vauxhall. 


(3688 Damon long ſtudy'd my heart to obtain, 

The prettieſt young ſhepherd that pipes on the plain; 
I'd hear his ſoft tale, then declare *twas amiſs, | 
And I'd often ſay No, oftenſay No, when Ilong'dtoſay Ves. 


Laſt Valentine's day to our cottage he came, 

And brought me two lambkins to witneſs his flame: 
Oh! take theſe, he cry'd, thou, more fair than their fleece; 
I could hardly ſay No, tho” aſham'd to ſay Yes. 
Soon after, one morning, we fat in the grovez  _ 
He preſs'd my kand hard, and in ſighs breath'd His love; 


| 
| 
| 
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Then tenderly aſk'd, if I'd grant him a kiſs? | 
I deſign'd to ve ſaid No, but miſtook, and ſaid Ves. 


At this, with delight, his heart danc'd in his breaſt ; 
Ye gods, he cry'd, Chloe will now make me bleſt; 
Come, let's to the church, and ſhare conjugal bliſs : 
To prevent being teaz'd, I was forc'd to ſay Yes. 


I ne'er was ſo pleas'd with a word in my life; 

I ne'er was ſo happy as ſince I'm a wife: 

Then take, ye young damſels, my counſel in this, 

You muſt all die old maids, if you will not ſay Ves; 

You muſt all die old maids, all die old maids, if you will 
not ſay Yes. 


TDD CLF EI IO 1 W WN. 
8 0 KN: 6: [/CLKy. 


WOMAN. A BALLAD. 
| Sung by Mr Lowe, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr Worgan. | 


N O longer let whimſical ſongſters compare 
I ap 


The merits of wine with the charms of the fair; 
peal to the men to determine between 


A tun- belly d Bacchus and beauty's fair queen. 


The pleaſures of drinking henceforth I reſign; 


For tho? there is mirth, yet there's madneſs in wine : 
Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile ; 
*Tis the mention of Chloe that makes the glaſs ſmile. 


Her beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 
And, the more I behold her, the more I admire ! 
But the charms of her temper and mind I adore ; 


| Theſe virtues ſhall bleſs me when beauty's no more. 


How happy our days when with love we en gage ! 
Tis the tranſports of youth, tis the comfort of age: 
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But what are the joys of the bottle, or bowl? 
Wine tickles the taſte, love enraptures the ſoul ! 


A ſot, as he riots in liquor, will cry, 

The longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 

From this fair confeſſion, *tis plain, my good friend, 
You're a toper eternal, and drink to no end. 


Your big-belly'd bottle may raviſh your eye, 

But how fooliſh you look when your bottle is dry ! 
From woman, dear woman, ſweet pleaſure muſt ſpring 
Nay, the Stoics muſt own it—ſhe is the beſt thing. 


Yet ſome praiſes to wine we may juſtly afford ; 

For a time it will make one as great as a lord: 

But woman, for ever, gives tranſport to man, | 
And I'll love the dear ſex—aye, as long as I can. 


. 


S O N G cLXVI. 
THE NON-PAREILLE. Set by Dr Boyce. 


HE nymph that I lov'd was as chearful as day, 
And as ſweet as the bloſſoming hawthorn in May; 

Her temper was ſmooth as the down on the dove; 
And her face was as fair as the mother of love: 
Tho? mild as the pleaſanteſt zephyr that ſheds 
And receives gentle odours from flowery beds ; 
Yet warm in affe&ion as Phoebus at noon, | 
And as chaſte as the filver-white beams of the moon. 


Her mind was unſully'd as new-fall'n ſnow, 

And as lively as tints from young Iris his bow; 

As clear as the ſtreams, and as deep as the flood; _ 
She, tho? witty, was wiſe, and tho” beautiful, good: 
The ſweets that each virtue, or grace, had in ſtore, 
She culPd as the bee does the bloom of each flow'r, 
Which, treaſur'd for me, Oh ! how happy was I ! 
For tho? her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy 
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S O N G CLXVII. 


AN ADDRESS TO THE LADIES 


Sung at Ranelagh. 


E belles and ye flirts, and ye pert little ings, 
Who trip in this frolicſome round. 

Pray tell me from whence this indecency ſprings, 
The ſexes at once to confound ? 

What means the cock'd hat, and the maſculine air, 
With each motion defign'd to perplex ? 

Bright eyes were intended to languiſh, not fare, 
And ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſex—dear 1 
And ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſex. 


The girl who on beauty depends for ſupport 
May call ev'ry art to her aid; 

The boſom diſplay'd, and the petticoat ſhort, 
Are ſamples ſhe gives of her trade : 

But you on whom fortune indulgently ſmiles, 
And whom pride has preſerv'd from the ſnare, 

Shou'd lily attack us with coyneſs and wiles, 

Not with open and inſolent air,—brave girls, 
Not with, &c. 


The Venus, whoſe ſtatue delights all mankind, 


Shrinks modeſtly back from the view, 

And kindly wou'd {omg by. the artiſt dehign'd, 
To ſerve as a model for you. 

Then learn, with her beauties, to copy her air; 
Nor yenture too much to reveal : 

Our fancies will paint what you cover with care, 


And double each charm you enen Aver girls, 


And double, &c. 


The bluſhes of morn, and the mildneſs of May, 
Are charms which no art can procure 


Ohl be but yourſelves, and our homage we'll pay, | 


And _ empire is ſolid, and ſure : 
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But if, Amazon-like, you attack your gallants, 
And put us in fear of our lives, 

You may do very well for filters and aunts ; . 
But believe me, you'll never be wives poor girls, 
But believe me, you'll never be wives. 


ANN nennen 
SON G CLXVIIL. 


THC MULBERRY TREWE 


EHOLD this fair goblet *twas carv'd from the tree; 
Which, oh! my dear Shakeſpeare, was planted by 
thee; OS II 
As a relic I kiſs it, and bow at thy ſhrine, 
What comes from thy hand muſt be ever divine. 
All fall yield to the mulberry tree; 
Bend to thee, 
Bleſs*'d mulberry ; 
Matchleſs was he 
That planted thee, AR 
And thou like him, immortal ſhall be. 


Ye trees of the foreſt, ſo rampant and high, 

Who ſpread round your branches, whoſe heads ſweep the ſky ; 
Ye curious exotics, whom taſte has brought here, 

To root out the natives at prices ſo dear : | 


All ſhall yield, &c. 
The Oak is held royal, is Briton's great boaſt, 


Preſerv'd once our king, and will always our coaſt ; 
Of the fir we make ſhips ; there are thouſands that fight, 
But one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can write. 


All ſhall yield, &c. 


Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bowers, 


- Pomona in fruit trees, and Flora in flowers; 


The garden of Shakeſpeare all fancies will ſuit, 

With the ſweeteſt of flowers, and the faireſt of fruit. 
25k All ſhall yield, &c. 
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With learning and knowiedee the well-letter'd birch 
Supplies law and phyſie, and grace for the church ; 
But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find, 


He gives the beſt phyſic for body and mind. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree ; 
From him and his merits this takes its degree ; 
Give Phoebus and Bacchus their laurel and vine, 


The tree of our Shakeſpeare is ſtill more divine, 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


As the genius of Shakefpeare outſhines the bright day 


More rapture than wine to the heart can convey ; 
So the tree which he planted, by making his-own, 


Has the laurel and bays, and the vine all in one. 
All mall yield, &c. 


Then each take a relie of this hollow tree, 
From folly and faſhion a charm let it be; 
Let's fill, to the Planter, the cup to the brim, 
To honour your country, do honour to him. 
All ſhall yield to the _— tree; ; 
Bend to thee, 
Bleſs'd mulberry ; 
Matchlefs was he, 
That planted thee, 
And thou, like him, immortal ſhall dei 


— 


revue Geddes. 
a 0 * enk. 
A HUNTING SONG. 


O you hear, brother ſportſmen, the ſound of the horn, 
And yet the ſweet pleaſure decline? 
For ſhame, rouze your ſenſes, and, ere it is morn, | 


With me the ſweet melody join. 


Thro'ꝰ the wood and the valley the traitor well cally, 
Nor quit kim till panting he lies; 


TN, 
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While hounds, in full cry, thro' hedges ſhall fly, 
And chaſe the ſwift hare till ſhe dies. 


Then ſaddle your ſteed, to the meadows and fields 
Both willing and joyous repair; 3 
No paſtime in life greater happineſs yields 
Than chacing the fox or the hare. 


For ſuch comforts, my friend, on the ſportſman attend, 
No pleaſure like hunting is found, 

For when it is o'er, as briſk as before, 
Next morning we ſpurn up the ground. 


K NN Doe . oo 
Gs 
SWEET WILLY o. 


HE pride of all nature was fweet Willy O, 
The pride of all nature was ſweet Willy O; 
he firſt of all ſwains, 9 975 
He gladden'd the plains, 
None ever was like to the ſweet Willy O. 


* 


He ſung it ſo rarely did fweet Willy O, 


He ſung it, &c. 
He melted each maid, 
So ſkilful he play'd, | 
No ſhepherd e' er pip'd like the ſweet Willy O. 


All nature obey'd him the ſweet Willy O, 
All nature, &c. > | 
Wherever he came, 
Whatever had name, 
Whenever he ſung, follow'd ſweet Willy O. 


He would be a ſoldier the ſweet Willy O, 
He would, &c. £ 

When arm'd in the field 

With ſword and with ſhield, 
The laurel was won by the ſweet Willy O. 
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No Nobody, &c. 


No Nobody, &c. 
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He charm'd them while living the ſweet Willy O, 

He charm'd, &c. , 
And when Willy dy'd, 


"Twas nature that figh'd, 
To ꝓart with her all in her ſweet Willy O. 


CT N N. TE TT IE TE & Mc. l. 
8 ON G CLXXI. 
NOBODY. 

Tune,—Ge-ho Dobbin. 


T O ſing you a ſong ſirs it is my intention, 
Some folks I might laugh at, yet, Nobody mention, 


Nobody you ſay ſure that muſt be ſtuff, 


At ſinging I'm Nobody that's the firſt proof. 


F. | 
No Nobody, No Nobody, Nobody, Nobody, Nobody No. 


Tis Nobody, Nobody ſees the pranks play'd, 
When Nobody's by, betwixt Mafter and Maid, 
When ſhe cries out be quiet, Somebody will hear us, 
He ſpftly replies, child, Nobody is near us. 5 
No Nobody, &c. 


But big with child proving, ſhe's quickly diſcarded, 
When favours are granted Nobody's rewarded, 
When examined, ſhe cries, ye mortals forbid it, 
If I'm got with child *twas Nobody did it. | 


When by ſtealth the gallant the wanton wife leaves, 
His footſteps are heard, and her ſpouſe cries ?tis thieves, 
He ftarts in a fright, and cries loudly, Whoſe there ? 
His wife pats his cheek, and fays, Nobody dear. 


Nobody's.a name every body will own, 
When ſomething they ſhould be aſham'd of is done, 
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Tis a name very fit for old Maids and young Beauxs, N 


For what they were made for, Nobody knows. 
No Nobody, &c. 


Of Nobody now enough has been ſung, 
If Nobody's „then Nobody's wrong, 
I hope for free Deaking I ſhall — be blam' d, 
For who can be angry when Nobody's nam'd. 
No Nen &c. 


„ — 


SON G CLXXII. 
I AM NOT TWENTY. 


S thro? the grove the other day, 
I gang*d ſo blythe and bonny, 
Who ſhould I meet upon the way 
But my true lover Johnny ; 
With eager haſte he claſp'd my waiſt, 
And kiſſes gave me plenty, 
Tho? I deny'd, and thus reply'd, 
Dear lad, I am not twenty. ' 


What's that to me, the ſhepherd cry'd, 
You're old enough to marry, 

Then come, ſweet laſs, and be my bride, 
No longer let us tarry ; ; 

But let's begone, o'er yonder lawn, 
Where lads and laſſes plenty, 

Are filPd with joy, and kiſs and toy, 
Altho? they are not twenty. 


I liften'd to his ſoothing tale, 
And gang'd with him ſo rarely, 

With ſong and pipe he did prevail, 
He won my wiſhes ; 

O! he's the lad, that makes me glad, 
With kiſſes ſweet and plenty, 
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So I declare, by all that's fair, 
Pl wed tho? not quite twenty. 


CCC 
S O N G CLXXIIL 


MIND, HUSSY, WHAT YOU DO! 


WT: I was of a tender age, 

And in my youthful prime, 

My mother oft wou'd in a rage, 
Cry, girl, take care in time; 

For you are now ſo forward grown, 
The men will you purſue, 

And all the day this was her tone, 
Mind, huſſy, what you do! 


Regardleſs of her fond advice, 
I haſten'd o'er the plain, 
Where I was courted in a trice, 
By each young Sylvan ſwain ; | 
Yet, by the bye, I muſt declare, 
I virtue had in view, | 
Altho' my mother cry'd beware, | 
Mind, huſſy, what you do! 


To Damon, gayeſt of the green, 
I gave my youthful hand, 

His blooming face, and comely mien, 
I cou'd not well withſtand ; 

But ftraight to church we tript away, 
With hearts both firm and true, 

Ah! then my mother ceas'd to ſay, 
Mind, huſſy, what you do! 


Ye laſſes all attend to me, 
And hence this leſſon learn, 
When to your mind a man you ſeg, - 
Ne'er look moroſe or ſtern; * + 
But take him with a free good will, - 
Should he have love for you, 
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Altho? your mother's crying ſtill, 
Mind, huſſy, what you do! 


S 4 44+ 4+ $ 4+ 4p $4 + + 44 44 4 $4 4 
S O N G CLXXIV. 


THE JOVIAL HUNTSMAN. 


A WAY to the field, ſee the morning looks grey, 
A And, ſweetly bedappled forebodes a fine day : 
The hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 

And cardl aloud to be led to the chace. 
C H O R U 8. | 
Then hark, in the morn, to the call of the hors, 
And join with the jovial crew, | 
While the ſeaſon invites, with all its ahnden 1 
The health giving chace to Purſue. | 


How charming the ſight, when . firſt dawns, 

To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawns, 

To welcome the ſun now returning from reſt, 

Their mattins they-chant as they merrily queſt. 
Then hark, Ke, 


But oh! how each boſom wi tranſport it glb, 

To ſtart, juſt as Phœbus peeps over the hills; 

While joyous, from valley to valley reſounds 

The ſhouts of the hunters, and cry of the hounds. 
Then hark, &c. 


See how the brave hunters, with courage clade, 

Fly hedges or ditches, or top the barr'd gate : 

Borne by their bold courſers, no dangers they fear, 

And give to the winds all vexation and care. 
Then hark, &c. 


Ye cits, for the chace quit the joys of the 8 
And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of ſleeping on an 
Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth 15 
Ours ſtill is re paid with eontentment rings Os 4 
Then hark, &. 5 +41 1 1 
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S O NG  CLXXV. 
THE CUCK OO. 


M1 HEN &aibes $9/d, and ii lets blue, 
| And Cuckoo-buds of yellow hue, 
And lady- ſmocks of filver white, 
Do On the meadows with delight; 
| NOS. 
The cuckoo, then, on er'ry tree, | 
Mocks married men, for thus fings he, 
Cuckoo! cuckao! O word of * 
Were to a married ear. 
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4 When ſhepherds pipe on oaten . 
4 And merry larks are plowmen's clocks : 
4 When turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 
x And maidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks ; 
| The Cuckoo, &c. 
eee 
s ON G CLXXVI. 
by CHARMING FELLOW. 


— 
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ORD, What care I for mam or dad 
Why let them roar and bellow, 
For while I live, I'll love my lad, 
He's ſuch enn fellow. | 


At laſt fair-day upon the green, | 
The lad he danc'd ſo well O; 

So ſpruce a ſwain there was not ſeen, 
As my tweet —_—_— g fellow. 


1 e ENGINE 
The lad was ſomething mellow, 
My dear, ſays he, I' fee you home 
I thank'd the charming fellow. | 
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We trudg'd along, the moon ſhone bright, 
Says he, if you'll not tell O, 

I'll kiſs you now by this good light, 
O! what a charming fellow ! 


You rogue ſays I, you top. my breath, 
Ye bells figh out my knell 03 * 
Again I'd die ſo free a death, 
With ſuch a charming fellow. 


—— C____._— 
s ON G cLXxxvIr. 


FLOWING BOWL. 


HEN once the gods, like us below, 
To keep it up defign'd, 2 
Their goblets with freſh nectar flow, | 
Which made it more divine. 
Since drinking it refines the ſoul, 
Let's pull Wet the n bowl. 


The 1 ſtar and ribbon bis; 
That deck the Courtier's breaſt, 
May hide a heart of blackeft hue, * 

Tho” by his King careſe' d. 
Let him in pride and ſplendor roll, 
We re happier o'er a flowing bowl. 


Let Mansfield Lord Chief Juſtice be, 
And Cornwall Speaker ſtill, 

At home let Sandwich rule the ſea, 
And Pitt the treaſury fill. 

No place I want among the whole, 

But one that's near a flowing bowl. 


Let Patriots for- liberty rage, 
And curſe the courtly crew, 
Becauſe like them they want to _ 
The loaves and fiſhes too.-- 
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6 I care not who divides the coal, 

So I can have a flowing bowl. 

The Son wants ſquare toes at old nick, 
And Miſs wants to be wed, 

The Doctor wants us to be . 


The Undertaker dead. 


All have their wants from pole to — x 
And I want an ever flowing bowl. 


M. ee ee N ee LEE 
> 8 0 N G CLXXVIIL 
ANCHOR, YE O, Y E A. 


D OWN top * ſails, ſtand be your lee ney 
For now we have weather'd the ſea, 
Would you, lads, ſee the girls' pret A 

Safe moor'd at an anchor, Leo, 


With a freſh blowing breeze and rough ſea: wy 
There's your Nancy, whom they call fo pretty, | 


1 f | | We fail'd in the good ſhip the Kitty, 
1 
| Safe moor'd at an anchor, Yeo, Yea. 


She utter'd ſoft words when {be 
I'd have you be conſtant, faid 11 
Said I, my dear, don't be 3 
Then up went our anchor, Veo, Vea. 


red, 


From chat time no worſe nor no better, 
For nothing was thought of but ſhe; 
Could grog or gin make me forget ber, 
She's my cable and ge A. Nen. 
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OVELY nymph, aſſuage my anguiſh ; 
At your feet, a tender ſwain hp 
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Prays you will not let him languiſh ; 7 
One kind look would eaſe his pain. 

Did you know the lad that courts you, 
He not long need fue in vain; 

Prince of ſong, of dance, and ſports, 
You ſcarce will meet his like again. 


potent men ———.—— 
8 ON G CLXXX. 
Same Tune. 


OVELV Damon, when thou'rt near me, 
Straight my vital ſpirits fly; 
Nothing but thy ſmiles can chear me, 
Turn, O = thy killing eye: | 
Hide, O hide thoſe blooming graces | | | 
That thy lovely face adorn : 
Who could ſhun thy fweet embraces _ 
When thou'rt bluſhing like the morn. 


Lovely Damon, do not teaze me 
With a ſight I cannot bear; 

Deareſt Damon, if you'd eaſe me, 
Never on the plain appear: 

Deſiſt, dear youth, nor ſtrive to gain 4 
A heart; which is not mine to give; | FEA 

Ceaſe, O ceaſe to give ſuch pain; | 3 
Shun my ſight, and let me live. | 8. | 


S 


8 O N G CEXXXL. 
THE ECHOING HORN. 


T HE echoing horn calls the ſportſman abroad, 

To fra; my brave boys, and away; 25 

The morning is up, and the cry of the houncs 3 
Upbraids our too tedious delax. — 


N 
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What pleaſure we feel in purſuing the fox! 
O'er hill, and o' er valley he flies: 

Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, Huzza ! 
The traitor is ſejz'd on, and dies. 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay! 

How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to refrefh ! 
And loſe the fatigues of the day. 

With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy ; 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours; 

Since life is no more than a paſſage, at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 


r rere 
SON G CLXXXII. 


WOMAN FOR MAN. 


INE, wine we allow the briſk fountain of mirth, 
It frights away care, and gives jollity birth; 
Yet, while we thus freely great Bacchus approve, 
Let's pay the glad tribute to Venus and Love; 
For do what you will, nay, or ſay what you can, 
Who loves not a woman, the wretch is no man. 


To the charms of that ſex, let us chearful reſign 
Our youth, and our vigour, they're better than wine : 
There's merit, I own, in a gay ſparkling glaſs, 

But, can it compare with a lovely kind 4 
No, it cannot compare, you may ſay what you can, 
Who prefers not a woman, the wretch is no man. 


The enchantments of Beauty what force can ded ? 
The eye's pow'rful magic, the boſom's ſoft ſwell, 
The look ſo endearing, the kind melting kiſs, 
The enjoyments of love, are all rapture and bliſs. 
Then who woman refuſes rejects Nature's plan, 
He may ſay what he will, but the wretch is no man. 
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May ſcandal, misfortune, and direful diſgrace, | 
Be the portion of all th' effeminate race; 
Like Britain, what nation on earth can they fn; 
Whoſe nymphs ate ſo fair, fo inviting, and kind? 
Then, who woman refuſes, rejects Nature's plan, 
May they ſuffer like brutes, nor be pity'd by man. 


From a ſtriking example, my moral ſhall ſpring; 
Who'd act like a man, let him copy his King: 
Like George in his youth, the gay 1 of life, 
Let every good fellow now take him a wife. 
When by Hymen you're bleſs'd, reſt ſecurely, for then 
You'll have nothing to do, but to prove yourſelves men. 


Ky Ky Ay PIE K. AY KY XY KY 
SONG CEEXXHE 


THE QUEEN OF THE MEADOWS. 


OME, Amanda, charming creature ! 
Hear the woodland warblers ſing, 
While each forward Nymph of Nature 
Now is pregnant with the ſpring. 
Haſte to view the dawning bluſhes, 
On dame Flora's infants ſeen, 
All beneath the blooming buſhes, 
Swaddled in their mantles green. 


Riſe, fair damſel, with Aurora, 
Riſe and ſee their early pride ; 

Viſit Flora's offspring--Flora 
Will repay you when a bride ; 

Will return it, by pourtraying 
On your children's faces fair, 

Such ſoft tinges, ſweet diſplaying 
Ev'ry roſe and lily there. 


Let us loſe the day in ſporting 
O'er the verdant carpets gay, 
| O 


158 ACOLLECTION 


Till the nightingale fits courting 


Midnight liſt'ners to his lay : 
Homeward then, our ſteps befriending, 

Our kind ſtars will lend each ray, 
With the moon, or elſe attending. 

Glow worms light the hedge-row way. 


Ery rural charm is waſted ; | 


Dull is ev'ry landſcape round; 


Spring itſelf remains untaſted, 


Till the Meadow's Queen is crown'd. 
Ev'ry grace attends about you; 

All things ſweet compoſe thy train : 
All is anarchy without you— 


Haſte, and bleſs us with thy reign. T6 
-N 3 0099 B06 009 36 0000 --- .-. 
8 ON G CLXXXIV. 


bs UARDIAN angels, now prote& me ! 
Send me to the youth I love! 
Cupid, with thy bow, direct me; 
Help me, all ye powers above. 
Bear him my ſighs, ye gentle breezes ! 
Tell him I love and I deſpair; - 
Tell him, for him I grieve, 
Say tis for him I live, 
O! may the ſhepherd be lincere ! 
f i 
Thro' the ſhady groves I'll wander, 
Silent as the bird of night; 
Near the brink of yonder fountain, 
Where he oft has bleſt my ight ; 


' Witneſs, ye groves, and falls of water, 


Echoes repeat the vows he ſwore : - 
Can he forget me? 
Will he neglet me? 
Shall I never ſee him more? 


Does he love, and yet forlake.me 
To admire a nymph more fair ? 
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If 'tis ſo I'll wear the willow, 
And eſteem the happy pair. | 
Some lonely cave I'll make my dwelling, 
Nor more the cares of life purſue, ; 
The lark and philomel 
Only ſhall hear me tell 
What makes me bid the world adieu. 
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s O NG CLXXXV.' 
THE LANGUISHING LOVER. 


OPELESS Kill, in filent anguiſh, 
H Far from her whom I adore; 
Muſt I ever love and languiſh, 

Doom'd to view her face no more? 
Muſt I fly to ſcenes of wo? 
Muſt I ev'ry bliſs forego ? 
Why ſhould Fate fo cruel prove? 
Alas! that ever I did love! 


Vain my purpoſe to forget her, 
Fancy gives her to my eyes— 

See ! ten thouſand charms beſet her 
See her dear idea riſe ! - 

See, fair maid, my dying bloom ! 

vee a tender youth conſume ! 

Sad, for ever let me ſtray, 

To mourn and ſigh my life away. 


Far from human crouds retiring, 
Stranger to the voice of Fame, 
In ſome loneſome vale expiring, 
Of a conſtant—hapleſs flame; 
There, when worthleſs life is o'er, 
And the cares of love no more, 
Weeping nymphs my grave ſhall fee, + 
And paſling lovers pity * 2 VW. M. 
2 E 5 
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S ON G CLXXXVI. 
THE SAILOR'S FAREWEL. 
Written by Captain Thomſon, and ſet by Mr Fiber. 


HE topſail ſhivers in the wind, 
The ſhip ſhe caſts to ſea : 


But yet my ſoul, my heart, my mind, 


Are, Mary, moor'd with thee : 
For, tho? thy ſailor's bound afar, 
Still love ſhall be his leading ſtar. 


Should landmen flatter, when we're ſail'd, 
O doubt their artful tales; 
No gallant ſailor ever fail'd 
if Cupid filPd his ſails: | 
Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, 
Which ſteers my heart from 25 to pole. 


- 


Syrens in ev'ry port we n, | 
More fell than rocks and waves; 


But ſailors of the Britiſh fleet 

Are lovers, and not ſlaves : 
No foes our courage ſhall ſubdue, 
Altho' we've left our hearts with you. 


Theſe are our cares ; but if you're kind, 
We'll ſcorn the daſhing main, 

The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
The pow'rs of France and Spain. 

Now Britain's glory refts with you, 

Our fails are full—ſweet girls, adieu ! 
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SONG CLXXXVIL. 
THE SAILOR'S RETURN, 


EHOLD, from many a hoſtile ſhore, 
And all the dangers of the main, 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 1867 


Where billows mount, and tempeſts roar, 
Your faithful Tom returns again; 
Returns, and with him brings a heart 


That ne'er from Sally ſhall depart. 


After long toils and troubles pat, 

How ſweet to tread our native ſoil, 
With conqueſt to return at laſt, 

And deck our ſweethearts with the ſpoil ! 
No one to beauty ſhould pretend, | 
But ſuch as dare its rights defend. 


rb CEO CO 


SONG CLXXXVIIL. 
DRAP OF CAPPI E-. 


HERE liv'd a wife in our gate-end, 
She lo' ed a drap of cappie—O, 
And a' the gear that e'er ſhe gat, a 
She ſlipt it in her gabbie—O, - 


Upon a froſty winter's night, 
The wife had got a drappie—O, 
And ſhe had piſs'd her coats ſae weel, 
She could not find the pattie O. 


But ſhe awa? to her goodman, 
They ca'd him Tammie Lammie—O, 
Gae ben and fetch the cave to me, . 
That I may get a drammie—O. 
Tamie was an honeft man, 
Himſel he took a drappie——O, 
It was nae weel out o'er his craig, 


Till ſhe was on his tappie—O. 


She paid him weel, baith back and fide, 
And fair ſhe creiſh'd rel 
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And made his ſkin baith blue and black, 
And gar'd his ſhou'ders crackie—O. 


Then he's awa' to the malt barn, 
And he has ta'en a pockie—O, 
He put her in, baith head and tail, 

And caſt her o'er his backie—Q. 


The carling ſpurn'd wi” head and feet, 
The carle he was ſae aukie—O, 

To ilka wa? that he came by 

He gar'd her head play knackie—O. 


Goodman I think you'll murder me, 
My brains you out will knockie—O : 

He gred her ay the other hitch, 
Lie ſtill, you deviPs buckie—O. 


Goodman, I'm like to make my burn, 
O let me out, good Tammie—0; 

Then he ſer her upon a ſtane, 
And bade her piſh a dammie—O.! 


Then Tammie took her aff the ſtane, 
And put her in the pockie—O, 


And when ſhe did begin to ſpurn, 


He lent her ay a knockie 0. 


Away he went to the mill-dam, 
And there ga'e her a duckie—O, 
And ilka chield that had a ſtick 
Play'd thump uppn her backie—O. 


And when he took her hame again, 
He did hing up the pockic—O 

At her bed-fide, as I heard fay, 
Upon a little knaggie—O. 


And ilka day that ſhe up roſe, 
In naething but her ſmockie—O, 
Sae ſoon as ſhe look'd o'er the bed, 
She might behold the pockie—O. 
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Now all ye men, baith far and near, 
That have a drunken tutie—O, 

Duck ye your wives in time of year, 
And [I'll lend you the pockie—O. 


The wife did live for nineteen years, 
And was fu* frank and couthie -O, 
And ever ſince ſhe got the duck 
She never had the drouthie—O. - 


At laſt; the carlin chanc'd to die, 
And Tammie did her bu 

And, for the public benefit, 
He has gar'd print the curie—O. 


And this he did her motto make; Lil aer dguolt 
« Here lies an honeſt lucky—O, 104 

«© Who never left the drinking trade N 
« Until ſhe got a duckie—O.” | | 
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THE PLOUGHMAN. 


And a' his wark's at leiſure, 
And when that he comes hame at een, 
He kiſſes me wi' pleaſure. 
Up wi't now, my ploughman lad, 
Up wi't now, my ploughman ; 
Of a' the lads that I do fee, 
Commend me to the ploughman. 


T HE ploughman he's a bonny lad, 


Now the blooming ſpring's come on, 
He takes his yoaking early, 
And whiſtling o'er the furrow'd land, 
He goes to fallow chearly. | 
Up wi't now, &c. 
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When my ploughman comes hame at e' en, 
He's often wet and weary; 
Caſt aff the wet, put on the dry, 


And gae to bed my deary. 
Up wrt now, &c. 


I will waſh my ploughman's hoſe, 
And I will waſh his o'erlay, 
And I will make my ploughman's bed, 
A nd chear him late and early. 
Merry butt, and merry ben, 
Merry 1 is my ploughman ; — 
Of a' the trades that I do ken, 
Commend me to the ploughman. 


Plough yon hill, and plough yon dale, 
Plough yon faugh and fallow, | 
Who winna drink the ploughman's health, 
Is but a dirty fellow. 
Merry butt, &c. 


EC==C== | Rn (= RL 
e CXC. 
ES TAILOR 
HE tailor came to clout the claiſe, 


Sic a braw fellow ! 
He fill'd the houſe a' fu' o' fleas, 
Daffin down, and daffin down, 
He fill'd the houſe a? fu? o flaes, 
Diaffin down and dilly. 


The laffie flept ayont the fire, * 
Sic a braw hiſſey! E 

Oh! ſhe was a' his "HR deſire, | 
Daffin down, and daffin down, : 

Oh! ſhe was, &c. 


The laffie ſhe fell faſt aſleep, _ 
Sic a braw hifley ! 
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The tailor cloſe to her did creep, 
Daffin down, and daffin _—_ 
The tailor, Kc. 


The laſſie waken' d in a fright, 
Sic a braw laſſey?! | 
Her maiden-head bad ta'en the flight, 
Daffin down, and daffin down, 
Her maidenhead, &c. 


She ſought it butt, he ſought it ben, 
Sie a braw hifſey ! ! 

And in beneath the clocking ben, 
Daffin dawn, and daffin down, | 

And in beneath, &c. | 


She ſought it in the owſen-ſtaw, 
| Sic a braw hiſſey! ! 
Na, faith, quo? ſhe, it's quite awa” ; 
Daffin down, and daffin 1 
Na, faith, &c. us 


She ſought it *yont the — 
Sic a braw hiſſey! 1 

Some day, quo? ſhe, *twill gang its has =: 
Daffin down, and daffin err 111 

Some day, quo? ſhe, &c. 


She ca'd the tailor to the court, 
Sic a braw hiſley ! in bus 222! 
And a' the young men round , 5 
Daffin down, and daffin down, 
And a' the young men, &c. 


She gar'd the tailor pay a fine, 
SIC a braw 
Gre me my CTR again, | 
Daffin down, and daffin down, 
Gre me my maiden-head, &c. 


O what way wad ye hac't again! 
Sie a braw hiſſey 
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Oh! juſt the way that it was ta'en, 

| Baff down, and daffin down, 

Oh! juſt the way that it was ta' en, 
Daffin down, and dilly. 


E eee 4+ 
S O N G cxcl. 


THE SURPRIZE. 


Had a horſe, I had nae mair, 
I gat him frac my daddy; 
My purſe was light, and my heart was ſair, 
But my wit it was fu” ready. 
And ſae I thought upon a wile, 
Outwittens of my daddy, 
To fee myſell to a lowland laird, 
Who had a bonny lady. 


I wrote a letter, and thus began, 

F Madam, be not offended, 

7 Pm ofer the lugs in love wi' you, 

= And care nae tho” ye kend 1. 

2 For I get little frae the laird, 
And far leſs frae my daddy, 

And I would blithly be the man 
Would ftrive to pleaſe my lady. 


= She read my letter and ſhe leugh, 
Ye needna been ſae blate, man; 

You might ha'e come to me yourſell, 
And tald me o' your ftate, man: 

You might ha'e come to me yourſell, 
Outwittens o' your daddy, 

And made John Goukſton o' the laird, 

And kiſs'd his bonny lady. | 


Then ſhe pat filler in my purſe, 

4 We drank wine in a cogie; 

4 She fee'd a man to rub'my horſe, 
= And wow but I was vogie : 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 167 


But I gat ne'er ſae fair a fleg 
Since I came frae my daddy, 
The laird came rap rap to the yate, 
When I was wr his lady. | 


Then ſhe pat me below a chair, 
And hap'd me wi' a plaidie; 

But I was like to ſwarf wi' fear, 
And wiſh'd me wi' my daddy. 

The laird went out, he ſaw na me, 
I went when I was ready : 

I promis'd, but I ne'er gae'd back, 
To ſee his bonny lady. 


s O N G Cen. 


THE MARIN ERS WIFE. 


UT are you ſure the news is true? 
And are you ſure he's weel ? 
Is this a time to think o' wark ? 
Ye jades, fling by your wheel. 
There's nae luck about the houſe, 
There's nae luck at a'; 
There's nae luck about the houſe, 
When our goodman's awa'. 


ls this a time to think of wark 
When Colin's at the door ? 

Rax me my cloak, I'll down the quay, 
And ſee him come aſhore. 


Riſe up, and make a clean fire-ſide, 
Put on the muckle pat ; | 

Gre little Kate her cotton gown, 
And Jock his Sunday's coat. 


Mak” their ſhoon as black as ſlaes, 
Their ſtockings white as ſnaw; 


168 A COLLECTLTON 


"Tis a' to pleaſure our goodman, 
He likes to ſee them braw. = 


'There are twa hens into the crib, 
Have fed this month and maar, 

Mak? haſte, and thraw their necks W 
That Colin weel may fare. 


Bring down to me my bigonet, 
M Biſhop- ſattin gown, 

And _ gae tell the Bailie's wife 
That Colin's come to town. 


My Turkey flippers I'll put on, 
My : ſtockings pearl blue, 

And a' to pleaſure our goodman, 
For he's baith leal and true. 


\ Sac ſweet his voice, ſac ſmooth his tongue, 
His breath's like cauler air, 
is very tread has muſic in't, 


fon he comes up the * 


nd will I ſee his face again > 
And will I hear him ſpeak ? | 
I'm downright dizzy with the joy, 
In troth I'm like to greet. 
There's nae luck, &c. 
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Nae Luck about this Houſe when our Goodwife's awa'. 


YI; ſing of your goodman frac hame, 
But whiles they're beſt awa*, | 
And tho” the goodwife ſtay at hame, 
John does not toil for a'. 
There's nae luck about the houſe, 
There's nae luck at a', 
There's nae luck about the houſe 
When our goodwife's awa'. 


For there was nae luck about my houſe, ' . 
And little for my wame, | 

There was nae luck about my houſe -. 
Wr 'd frae hame. 


There's nae „ &c. 


For firſt the bairns raiſe frae their bed, 
And for a piece did ca', 
Then how could I attend my work, 
Who had to anſwer a'? 
There's nae luck, &c. 


Their hands and faces were to waſh, - 
And coaties to put on, 
When every dud lay here and there, * 
Which vexed honeſt John. * 
There's nae luck, &c. 


He made the pottage wanting ſalt, 


The kail ſing'd in the pot, 
The cutties lay under his feet, 
And cogs they ſeem'd to rot. 
There's nae luck, &c. ; 


The hen and birds went to the fields, 
The glede ſhe whipt up twa, | 
The cow, wanting her chaff and N 15 
Stood routing thro? the wa. 3 
There's nae luck, &c. 


The bairns fought upon the floor, 
And on the fire did fa'; + 
Which vex'd the heart of honeſt John, 
When Maggy was awa'. 
There's nae luck, &c. 


With bitten fingers and cutted thumbs, - 
And ſcreichs which pierc'd the ſkies, 
Which drove his patience to-an end, 
Wiſh'd death to cloſe their eyes. 
There's nae luck, &c. 2 
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Then went to pleaſe them with a ſcone, 
And ſo he 1 it black, 
Ran to the well with twa new canis, 
But none of them came back. 
There's nae luck, = 


The hens went to their neighbour's houſe, 
And there they laid their eggs, 
When ſimple John reprov'd them for't, 
He broke poor chuckies legs, | 
There's nae luck, &. 


He little thought of Maggy's toll, 
As ſhe was by the fire, 
But when he got a trial oft, 


He ſoon began to tire. 
There's nae luck, &c. 


| Firſt when he got the taſk in hand, 
Hie thought all would go right, 
But O he little wages had, 
On Saturday at night. 
There's nae luck, &c. 


E He had no gain from wheel or reel, © 
34 Nor yarn had he to fell, {if 
A He wiſh'd for Maggy hame again, 

* Being out of money and me 


There's nae luck, &c. 
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\ The de'il gaed o'er Jock Wabfter, 

8 His loſs he could not tell, * 
or But when he wanted Maggy's kelp, 

2 ; He did nae good himſel. | 


There's nae luck, &c. 


Another want I do not name, 
All night he got no eaſe, 
But tumbl'd grumbl'd in his bed, 
A fighting wi' the flaes. 
There's nae luck, &c. 
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Wiſhing for Maggy's muckle hips, 
Whereon the flaes might feaſt, 
And for to be goodwife again, 


le ſwore it was nae jeſt. There's nae luck, &e. 
s O NG CXCIV., 
HM E TURNIMSPIKE. 


ERSELL pe Highland ſhentleman, 
Pe auld as Pothwel prig, man; 
An' mony alterations ſeen 


Amang te Lawland Whig, man. 
Fel lal, &. 


Firſt when her to the Lawlands came, 
Nainſell was driving cows, man: | 
There was nae laws about him's nerſe, 


about the preeks or trews, man. 


Nainſell did wear the phil; 


The plaid prick't on her ſhoulder; + 
The guid claymore hung pe her pelt, 


The piſtol ſharg'd wi? pouder. 


But for whereas theſe curlal precks, 
Wherewith her nerſe be lockit, 
O hon! that e'er ſhe ſaw the day! 


For a' her houghs be prekit. 
b Every ving i in the Highlands now 


Pe turn't to alteration ; 
The ſoger dwall at our doar ſheek, - 
And tat's te greay vexation, 


Scotland be turn't a Ningland now. 

An' laws pring on te cadger: 

Nainſell wad du 11 him for her deeds, it 

But oh ſhe fears te vom: | 
3 
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Anither law came after that, 


Me never ſaw te like, man; 
They mak” a lang road on te crund, 
And ca? him Turnimſpike, man. 


An' wow ſhe pe a ponny road, 
Like Louden corn rige, man; 
Where two carts may gang on her, | 
An' no * ithers legs, man. 


They ane a penny for ilka horſe, 

In troth ſhell no pe ſheaper, 
For nought but ga'en upo' the grund, 
And they gre me a paper. 


They tak? te horſe t'en py te head, 


And t'ere they mak? him ſtand, man: 


I tell'd them that I ſeen te day 
He had nae fic command, man man. 


Nae doubts Nainſell maun tra- 15 purſe, 
And pay him what hims like, man: 

P'll fee a ſhugement on his tour, 
T' at filthy „ man. 


But I'll awa' to te Highland hills, 
Where te'il a ane dare turn her, 


And no come near her Turnimſpike, 
Unleſs it pe to . her. | 
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HILE penſive on the lonely plain, 
Far from the ſight of her I "mY | 


To the clear ſtream I tell my pain, 
And ſigh my paſſion to the grove. 


Echo, B Goddeſs of the wood, 


From all thy cells reſound my care; 
And Forth, along thy ſilver flood, 
Convey my murmurs to the fair. 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 1214 


Tell her, O tell the charming maid, | 
In vain the feather'd warblers ſing ; 
In vain the trees expand their ſhade, | 
Or blooming Flora paints the ſpring: A 
When abſent from Ws dearer 3 
Not all theſe beauties can invite; 
But did ſhe bleſs her Jamie's arm, we IIA EK 2005 
Elen barren 3 | oy l. : 


Fo 


MEE M g: 


8 0 N xl. 
THE USQUEBE. 


ONALD'S a ſhentleman, an' evermare tha * 
For ſhe's porn i' the Highlands, the pack o Dunkel, 
But the King and his cadgers habe made me her prey, 
An' ta'en paith her pot, and her tear Uſquebæ. 


Nainſell now has naething of auld Highland hue, 
Put her turk, her — and her ponnet o blue; 
Her plait and her kilt, ohon ! mair wae ! 


She's reaved of them and her tear EO 


I was not a ribel, tho? I faught for my chief, 
Nor am I a rogue, who was never a thief: 
Nainſell was a ſoger, and got te King's pay, 

An' yet I'm depriv'd of her tear e e 


# 


On te morning our Shanet he wad gi'e me a tram, 
Then I'd fight like a Turk, and work like a man: 
If you ſee te King, tell her its no te right way, 
To tak” frae poor Donald his tear Uſquebæ. 


When our Shanet was fick, and pearing te IM | 
A trink of good whiſky it cheriſh'd his prain: | 
It made him to ſing, and the houdie to prays - 47 
This was the fruits o' her goot Uſquebæ. 9 
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The whiſky's te life o te Highland be ſure, | 


Now te King's ain tear ſogers may die in te muir: 
When her feets will be ſair, in a he winter day, 
She'll miſs Donald's kebbucks an' your Uſquebæ. 


My curſe on te 8 t'at e er he was born; 
Poor "Highlandwan now maun pe Lallandman's ſcorn: 
Nainſell tho? pe hopes to ſee petter day, 
And te teꝰil get the cadger, and her Uſquebz. 


W eee ITT TT TIC E . . .. e 
N 0 CXCVII. 


WAYWARD WI FE. 


LAS! my Tow you little know 
The ſorrows that from wedlock flow, 
Fare wel to every day of eaſe, 
When you have got a wife to pleaſe. 
Sae bide you yet, and bide you yet, 
Ve little ken what's to betide you yet; 
The half of that will gain ye yet, 
If a wayward wife obtain ye yet. 


You're experience is but ſmall, = 

As yet you've met with little thrall : 

The black cow on your feet ne'er trod, 

Which gars you fing along the road. 
Sae bide you yet, &c. 


Sometimes the rock, . the reel, 
Or ſome piece of the ſpinning wheel, 
She will drive at you with good will, 


And then ſhe'll ſend you to the de' il. 


Sae bide you yet, &c. 


When I, like you was young and free, 

J valu'd not the proudeſt ſhe ; 

Like you I vainly boaſted then, 

That men alone were born to reign. - 
But bide you yet, &c. 


OF CHOICE SONG's we 


Great Hercules and Sampſon too, - 

Were ſtronger men than I or you, 

Yet they were baffled by their dears, 

And felt the diſtaff and the ſheers. 
Sae bide ye yet, &c. 


Stout gates of braſs, and well-built walls, 
Are proof *gainſt ſwords and cannon-balls, 
But nought is found by ſea or land, 
That can a wayward wife withſtand. 
Sae bide you yet, and bide you yet, 
Ye little ken what's to betide you yet; 
The half of that will gain ye yet, 
If a wayward wife obtain ye yet. 


F ear 
S ON G CXCVIIL | 
BIDE YE YET. 


IN I had a wee houſe, and a canty wee fire, 
A bonny wee wikie to praiſe and admire, 
A bonny wee yardie aſide a wee burn, 
Farewel to the bodies that yammer and mourn. 
And bide ye yet, and bide ye yet, 
Ye little ken what may betide ye yet ; 
Some bonny wee body may be my lot, 
And I'll ay be canty wi' thinking o't. 


When I gang afield, and come hame at &en, 

I'll get my wee wife fou neat and fou clean, 

And a bonny wee bairnie upon her knee, 

That will cry papa or daddy to me. N 
And bide ye yet, &c. 


And if there ſhould happen ever to be 

A diff rence a'tween my wee wifie and me, 

In hearty good humour, altho* ſhe be tea d. 
Dll kiſs her, and clap her, until ſhe be pleas d. 
And bide ye yet, &c. 
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s O N G CXCIX.. 
THE WEDDING DAY, 


C'S night, as poor Colin lay muſing on bed, 
With a heart full of love, and a vaporous head, 
To wing the dull hours, and his ſorrows allay, 
How ſweetly he ſung of his wedding day. 

O what would I give for a wedding day ! 

O what would I give for a wedding day 

Wealth and ambition I'd loſe you away, 

With all you can hoaſt for a wedding day. 


Should the Heavens bid me aſk, and with freedom im- 
lore, | 
One bliſs for the anguiſh J ſuffer'd before, 
For Jeſſy, dear Jeſſy, alone would J pray, 
And graſp my whole wiſh on my wedding day. 
Bleſt be the approach of my wedding day ! 
I'll hail my dear nymph on my wedding day; 
Earth ſmiles more charming, and heaven more gay, 


And happineſs dawns on my wedding day. 


But Luna, who equally ſov'reign preſides, | 
O'er hearts of * 4 and flow of the tides, 
Unhappily changes —has changed her mind! 
O Fate! cou'd a wife prove e er conſtant or kind? 
Why was I born to a wedding day. 
Curſt, ever eurſ be my wedding day. 
Colin, poor Colin, has changed his lay, 


And dates all his plagues from his wedding day. 


Batchelors, be warn'd by the ſhepherd's diſtreſs, 
Be taught by your freedom to meaſure your bliſs; 
Nor fall to the witchcraft of beauty a prey, 3 
And blaſt all your hopes on a wedding day. 
Horns is the gift of a wedding day! 
Want and a {cold erowns à wedding day! 
Happy's the gallant has a wife while he may, 
And prefers @ ſtiff rope to a wedding day. 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 


O N Ge 
THE BONNY LA D. 


'LL ſing of my lover all night and all day, 
I He's ever good-natur'd, and frolic, and gay ; 
His voice is as ſweet as the nightingale's lay, 
And well on his bagpipe my ſhepherd can play. 
And a bonny young lad is my Jocky, 
And a bonny young lad is my Jocky. 


He ſays that he loves me, I'm witty and fair, 
And praiſes my eyes, my lips, and my hair; 
Roſe, violet, -nor lily, with me can't compare : 
If this be to flatter, *tis pretty, I ſwear. 

And a bonny, &c. 


He kneels at my feet, and with many a ſigh, 
He cry'd, O my dear, will you never comply ; 


If you mean to deſtroy me, why do it, I'll die, | 


I trembled all over, and anſwer'd, Not I. 

And a bonny, &c. LE . 
Around the tall May pole he dances ſo neat, 
And ſonnets of love the dear boy can repeat: 


He's conſtant, he's valiant, he's wiſe, and diſcreet, 14 


His looks are ſo kind, and his kiſſes ſo ſweet. 
And a bonny, &c. Wong bal 56 


At eve', when the ſun ſinks repos'd in the weſt, 
And May's tuneful choriſts all ſkim to their neſt, 
When I meet on the green the man I love beſt, 
My heart is juſt ready to burſt in my breaſt. 
And a bonny, &c. 80 


But ſee how the meadows are moiſten'd with dew, * 
Then come, my dear ſhepherd, I wait but for you; 


Let us live for each other, both conſtant and true, 


And tafte the ſweet raptures no monarch e' er knew. 


And a bonny young lad is my Jocky, 
And a bonny young lad is wy Jocky. 
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$0 NG CC 
THE BEAUTIFUE GIRL. 


12 ſing of wy Jenny all day and all n waſh 

She's always good natur'd, and full ef delight; 

Her looks are ſo pleaſant, her eyes are fo bright, 

That I always am happy when ſhe's in my fight. 
And a beautiful girl is my Jenny, &. 


To me ic Jenny i love is oft-times expreſt, 


Of all her young gallants ſhe loves me the heſt; 

Her lips I have kiſe'd, and her * I've preſt, 

She's —— than roſes in June, I proteſt. _ 
And a beautiful girl, Kee 1 


Of all the gay laſſes that dance on the green, | 
*Tis Jenny excels with an air and a mien 


- 


She ſings like a ſyren, ſhe looks like a queen, 


She's the ſweeteſt young 1 my eres eber have rr 
And a beautiful girl, &. 


Come hither, ſweet 3 no lon ger 3 
oin hands with your Jeeky, to church let's away; 
Pow truſt till to morrow, be happy to days 
gladly the ſummons of Cupid obey, 
* love ſhgll bleſs Jeney and Jacky. 
Then love ſhall bleſs Jenny and Jecky. 


toner been remeron 
1 Gn G ql. 
G A1 LA WAT ER. 


RAW, u lads of Galla-water, | 
O bra lads of Galla-water, 
I'll kilt my coats abeon my knee, 
And follow my love thro? the water, 
Sac fair her hair, ſae brent her brow, 
vac bonny blue her een', my deary, 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 


$:c white her teeth, ſae ſweet her mou, 
I aften kiſs her till Im weary.” 


O'er yon bank, and o'er yon bras; 
O'er yon moſs amang the hether, 
I'll kilt my coats aboon my knee, 
And follow my love this? the water. 
Down amang * on the broom, _ 
Down amang the broom, my deary 
The laſſie loſt her ſilken = 
That gar'd her greet till ſne was weary. 


SONG CëlII. 
Su in the Maſt of Aifret. 
N Britain ert, at Heaven's command, 


W HEN 
/ Arofe from out the azure main, 
This Was the charter, the charter of the land, 


. N ardian angels ſung the firainz 


e Dritanoin, Britannia rule the waves; - £5 1 


— 1 never will be ſaves. 


The nations, not ſo bleſtaj hte, 
Muſt in their turn to tyradts fall; 
Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh; ſhalt flouriſh n free, * 
The dread and enyy of them all. 
Rule Britannia, &c. > 2 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt then riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, 
As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 
Rule Britannia, &c. 


Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame, 
All their attempts to bend thee denz 
Will but arouſe, but arouſe thy gen*rous flame, 
And work their wor and thy renown. 
Rule Britannia, &c. : | 


— — — ——— — 
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To thee belongs the rural reign, | 
Thuy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubje& main, 
And every ſhore it circles thine. 
Rule Britannia, &c. 0 


The muſes, ſtill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair: 
Bleſt iſle ! with beauties, with matchleſs beauties crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the Fair. | 
Rule Britannia, &c. N 


. ſ>SDODSDODOOODO HS» 
SONG CCIV. 
RALPH OF THE MILL. 
A Paſtoral Ballad. By Mr Hawkins. 


- \ 8 Hebe was tending her ſheep t'other day, 
Where the warblers whiſtle and ſing, 

A rural young ſwain came tripping that way, 
As briſk and as blithe as 77 — 

The youth was a ſtranger to — 2 and care, 
Contentment e er guided his will! 

Vet ever regarded the ſmiles of the fair, | 
Tho? always bred up in a mill. | 


Love ſtole in his breaſt at the foht of the maid, 
For he could not her charms but adore, 

&« And if thou art cruel, dear Hebe, he ſaid, 
& I ſurely ſhall love you the more.” 

Such tenderneſs melted her into ſurpriſe - 
(For Hebe was never unkind), 

And all of a ſudden love glow'd in her eyes, 
Which the dictates of * mind. 
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They ſat themſelves down at the foot 1 a hill, 
And chatted together ſo free, 
Till Ralph, che young ſwai?, made ſigns to the mill, 
| Whillt  claſping the nymph on his Knee; 


> 
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And this in a tranſport the miller replied, 
„Thy charms, deareſt girl, are divine; 

Then preſs'd her ſweet lips, and with rapture he cry'd, 
« O Hebe! conſent to be mine? 


1861 


She liſten'd attentive to all his requeſt, 
And freely comply'd to his will ; a 
And now, to her ſolace, ſhe's married and bleſt | | 
With honeſt young Ralph of the mill. | | 
Peace follows their footſteps wherever they go, | 
In bliſs all their hours they are ſpent : | 
But, leaders of faſhion, I'd have you to know = 
Their © happineſs flows from content.” 


IE IEI IE IS a IT IEC CS | 


8 O N G CCcv. 
THE FLOWER'OF-YARROW. _ © 


N ancient times, as ſongs rehearſe, 2s 
One charming nymph employ'd each verſe, - = 
She reign'd alone, without a marrow, © _ 
Mary Scott the flower of Yarrow. | 


Our fathers, with ſuch beauty fir d, 363 
This matchleſs fair in crouds admir'd ; 294 

Tho? matchleſs then, yet here's her marrow, 
Mary Scott's the flower of Yarrow. _ 


Whoſe beauty, unadorn'd by art, 
With virtue join'd, attracts each heart; 
Her negligence itſelf would charm you, | 
She . knows her pow'r to warm ou. 

For ever ceaſe Italian noiſe ; «1 
Let every ſtring and every voice 
Sing Mary Scott, without a marrow, 

Mary Scott the flower of Yarrow. 


Q 
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— G evi. 
A-PASTORAL $0 NG. 


OPHTIA is bright as the morn, 
And ſweet as the fragrance of May, 
When flow'rets the meadows adorn, | 
And nature is ev'ry where gay. 


But not the deli ghtful perfume | 
-Exhal'd from "he breath of the fair, 

Nor her beautiful cheeks' roſy bloom, | 
With the charms of her mind can compare. 


Whene' er ſhe appears on the plain, 
Enraptur'd we gaze and admire 
New tranſports enliven each ſwain, 


And fill ev'ry heart with deſire. 


When ſhe gracefully ſwims in the dance, 
O beware ! ye fond youths! or ye die! 

How melting! how keen is the glance 
Of her modeſt,” her heavenly eye! 


The ſongſters that range thro” the trees, 
Harmoniouſly fing as they rove ; 

Her voice is more tuneful than theſe, 
And excels the {ſweet notes of the grove. 


Ye ſwains do not envy, my bliſs, 52 
Nor repine at my thrice happy lot; 


Our contract is ſeal'd with a kiſs, | 
Sophia will dwell in my cot. Puro. 


— . — 


00 G CCVIL. 


9 IS wine that clears the dndertiuatiog, 
Makes men learned without books ; 


OF CHOICE SONGS. #83 


It fits the gen'ral for commanding, 
And gives ſoldiers fiercer looks: 


Tis wine that gives a life to lovers, 
Heightens beauties of the fair; 
Truth from falſchood it diſcovers, 
Quickens j Joys, and Maas 5 png" 


Wine will ſet our fouls on fire, 
Fit us for all glorious W 


When rais'd by Bacchus we 
At nw above the reach of . op 


Bring in Bona magnums plenty, 
Be each glaſs a bumper crown'd ; 


None to flinch till they be empty, 
And full 1 toaſts r round. 


S O N 0 VIII. 5 
THE POWER OF BEAUTY. la 


H OW pleafing glides our morn of youths | 
E' er beauty ſtrikes the breaſt; 


A parent's tender haſh can ſooth 2 
The flutt'ring ſoul to reſts t:: 

But love's ſweet paſſion, riper grown, | 
Exerts a tyrant part; 

And painful bliſs, before unknown, 
Surrounds the guardleſs heart. 


The vermil lip, love darting eye, ; 7 
Fair cheek of roſy hue; ; 
The virgin breaſt, gentle ſigh, 
That parting oel. to view, 
May bid the heart with rapture glow, 
Io love attune the mind, 
But ah! ſad change! what ſorrows flow, 
If Stella proves unkind! . + 
e 


- 
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Then to the unfrequented grove, | 
Or by the 1 ſtream, 

The penſive ſwain will ſighing rove, 
And breathe his plaintive theme: 

The tender notes along the vale 
In gentle murmurs die, 

And Echo, from her ſecret cell, 
Returns him ſigh for ſigh. 


Wm s u f t u unt OAK E K MK 
S O N G - CCIR 


A FAVOURITE-RONDEAU. 
Sung Ly Mrs Waichſell a Vauxhall. 
526 words by Mr aal Set to Mufic by Mr Hool. 


AFT, O Cupid! to Leander, 
Sighs that rend my tender breaſt; 
Whilſt I ſtray in groves — 
Bid him fly to make me bleſt. 


Paliag rills be gently having 
Op'nin glades your ſweets diſtil: 
Soothe 6, {om 's inceſſant glowing, 

With content wy fancy fill. 


Haſte, ah! haſte my lover to me! 
Fear not now my cold diſdain ; 
Wi, ſweet ſhepherd, you purſue me, 
To keep my heart I ſtrive in vain. | 


3 ͤ ˙  EC=;z=x; 
s O NG ccx. 


N wine there is all in life you can name, 
It ſtrengthens our friendſhip, and love aids the ſame; 
Since life, my dear boy, is at moſt but a ſpan, 
Let's live all our days, and let this be the plan: 
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. To drink, my brave boys, 2 
If the caſh but hold — 
We'll ne'er aſk to borrow. 
If the caſh, &c. 
Tho? poor rogues to-day, 
We'll be rich rogues to-morrow. | 


May we live in a village, not far from a n 8 

With a bed for a friend whene'er he comes down; 

With a pack of good hounds in the morn when we wake 

To mount the briſk courſer, and take the next brake. 
Then drink, &e. 


May our victuals be good, not nice of their fort, 
And our cellars well ftor'd with old claret and port; | 
With a few bumper glaſſes to toaſt to old glories, „ 
As our fathers and grandſires have oft done before us. | 
Then drink, &c. a : | 


With an honeſt buck chaplain to grace his i table, * 
Who will drink what he can, and no longer than able; 
Who will drink till his face, like the claret, is red, 
Or, like old Arch the parſon, God reſt him, he's. dead. 
Then drink, &c. 5 


Every lad have his laſs, that conſtant will move, 

Quite true to his bed, and ſincere in her love: 

For marriage I hate, and deſpiſe common whores, 

Coquettes | deteſt, | but I like your amours. 
Then ery &c. | 


And as we have lIiv'd let's cloſe ho laſt ſcene, _ 3 
uite free from all hardſhips, and free from all pain "I 
That Pr old ones may wonder, the young ones 5 WAY 
And amazedly cry, O what friendſhip was there? 
Then drink, &c. 12 | 


Qz 
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3 ON G CCXT. 
The SHEPHERD and SHEPHERDESS. A Cantos. 


Shepherd. Rrcirarivx. 
HE morning's freſhneſs calls me forth, 
To view creation crown the earth. 


Aix. 
Come, my Lucy, come away, 
Share with me this ſun-ſhine day, 
Sweets of May make nature gay, 
Come, my Lucy, come away. 


Shepherdeſs. ReciTATIVE. 
Ah! help me, ſhepherd, do but ſee, * 
I'm ſtung this moment by a bee. 


Shepherd. neun 
If you from a wound that's ſo ſmall feel a pain, 
Then think what you give to a true loving ſwain, 
When ſcornful you fly from his pray'rs: 
A bee's ſingle ſting but a little while ſmarts, 
But wounds for years feſter in fond ſhepherds hearts, 
When laſſes will give themſelves airs. 


| hs  Shepherdeſe. 
Ah! ſhepherd, ah! ſhepherd, mankind, like the bee, 
Fly buzzing about ev'ry beauty they ſee, 
And when the believing fool'd maid, - 
O'ercome by their arts, feels the force of love's ſting, 
At once like the bee, the ſhepherd takes wing, 
And laughing he leaves her betray'd. 


Shepherd. - Recirarive. 


Then fix me at once for the reſt of my life, 
a cem ſhepherd and laſs, let us be man and wife. 


hes 2 IL 5.4 91 1 2 _ 
Shepherdeſs. Air. 

Maids well ſhould beware ere to that they conſent, 

Thoſe in haſte to be marry'd, at leiſure repent ; 
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We ſhould look ere we leap, tis a lottery for life, 
Where the blanks are all drawn by a man and his vik. 


| Shepherd, | 
Thoſe who wed for mere wealth ſuch 3 prove, 
But we buy wedlock's tickets with true love for love, 
And fince friendſhip's the prize in the lott'ry for life, 
We ſhall ſtand the beſt chance when we /remademanandwife 


. * 
ALL 


Shall I liberty leave, and ſubmit to be ud; 

To my children a flave, by my huſband be fool'd ; 
The day ſpent in trouble, the night waſte in rife! 
This is often the change from a maid to a wife. 


Shepherd. 4 
We a wife take, *tis ſaid, e*er for bester or teh ; 
Marriage, therefore, is other a bleſſing or curſe; 
Let us ſhew, by example, the bleſſings of life 
Can only be Land] in a man and his wife, 


Shepherdeſs. 
But ſee the ſun ſetting the clouds ſkirt with gold, 
And the lambs nibbling — repair to their fold; 
Let us home ward repair 


* , Yo. 
. l J. 


BoTH. 


And end us the ſtrife; ; 
And to-morrow, my dear, we'll be made man and wife. 


eee 4+ 
S O N G.  CCXII. 


THE sure 8 COMPLAINT. - 


LEXIS ſhun'd 115 fellow ſwains, 
Their rural ſports and jocund ſtrains; 
Heaven ſhield us all from Cupid's bow! 
He loſt his crook, he left his flocks, 
And wand”ring thro” the lonely rocks, 
He nouriſh'd endleſs woe. 
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The nymphs and ſhepherds round him came, 
His grief ſome pity, others blame, 
The fatal cauſe all kindly ſeek ; 
He mingled his concerns with have, 
= ve them back their friendly tears, 
ſigh'd, but could not ſpeak. 


Clarinda came among the reſt, 
And ſhe too kind concern expreſt, 
And aſk'd the reaſon of his woe; 
She aſk'd, but with an air and mien 
That made it eaſily foreſeen 
She fear'd too much to know. 


The ſhepherd rais'd his mournful head, 
And will you pardon me, he ſaid, 
While IT the cruel truth reveal? 
Which nothing from my breaſt ſhould tear, 
Which never Rould offend your ear, 
But that you bid me tell. 


- © 


Tis thus I rove, tis thus complain, 
Since you appear'd upon the 2 
Vou are the cauſe of all my care; 
Vour eyes ten thouſand dangers dart, 
Ten thouſand torments vex my heart, 
J love, and I deſpair. 


Too much Alexis have I heard, 

Tis what I thought, tis what I fear'd, 

And yet I pardon you, ſhe cried ; 

But you ſhall promiſe\ne'er again 

To breath your vows, or ſpeak your pain; 
He bow'd, obey'd, and . 


FF 
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THE BIRKS OF INVERMAY. 


T's: ſmiling morn, the breathing fpring, 
Invites 5 tuneful birds to ſing; 
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And while they warble on each ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay ; 

Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 

Like them, improve the hour that flies, 
And in ſoft raptures waſte the day 
Among the birks of Invermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age, life's winter, will appear; 
At this thy lively bloom will fade, 
As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade : 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 
The feather'd ſongſters pleaſe no more; 
And when they droop, and we decay, 
Adieu! the birks of Invermay. + Wy 


Behold, the hills and vales around 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; 
The wanton kids and friſking lambs 

. Gambol and dance about their dams ; 
The bufy bee with humming noiſe, 
And all the reptile kind rejoice : 

Let us, like them, then fing and play 
About the birks of Invermay. 
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S ON G CCXIV. 
HOPE. A Paforal. Set by Mr Arne. 


M* banks they are furniſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep ; 
My grottos are ſhaded with trees, 
And my hills are white over with ſheep : 
1 ſeldom have met with a loſs, . a 
Such health do my fountains beſtow; 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 22s 
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J have found out a gift for my fair, | 
J have found where the — pigeons breed; 

But let me that plunder forbear ; 

She'll ſay 'twas a barbarous deed ; 

For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its 

J lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 

Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. 


But where does my Phillida ſtray? _. 
And where are her grots ir her bow're? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours: 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the valleys as fine; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to mine, 
But their love is not equal to mine. 


KSKSKSKSKSKSKSKSKSKSK 
$ ON G. CCXV. 


— 


| WII wine in the morning, 
Makes us frolic and gay, 


That like eagles we ſoar 9 
In the pride of the day; | 

Gouty ſots of the night —- 
Only find a decay. 7 


*Tis the ſun ripes the grape, 

And to drinking gives light; 
So we imitate hig 

When by noon we're at height: 


They ſteal wine who take it 


When he's out of * 


Boy, fill all the glaſſes, ' 
Fill them up now he ſhines ; 


The higher he riſes 


The more he refines, 


For wine and} wit fall 


As their maker declines. 


OZOTOTOTOLOTOTOL EOIOIOTOLOIOTS ©; 
s O N G - COXVE. 
THE EWI EWP THE CROOKED HORN. 


Were I able to rehearſe 
My ewie's praiſe in proper verſe, 
I'd ſound it out as loud and fierce ' 

As ever piper's drone cou'd blaw. 
The ewie wi' the crooked horn, 
Well deſerv'd baith garſe and corn, 
Sic a ewie ne'er was born, 
Hereabout or far awa'. 


I neither needed tar nor keel 
To mark her upo' hip or heel, 
Her crooked horn it did as weel, 
To ken her by amo? them a'. 
The ewie, &c. 


She never threaten'd ſcab nor rot, 
But keeped ay her ain jog trot, 
Baith to the fauld and to the cot, 
Was never ſweer to lead or ca'. 
The ewie, &c. 


Nae cauld nor hunger e'er her dang, 
Nor win' nor rain cou'd e' er her wrang, 
For anes ſhe lay a hale week lang 
Aneath a dreary wreath of ſnaw. 
The ewie, &c. 


When other ewes they lap the dyke, 
And ate the kail for a? the tyke, . 
My ewie never play'd the like, 
But tees'd about the barn-yard wa'. 
The ewie, &c. 
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A better nor a thriftier beaſt 
Nae honeſt man cou'd weel ha' wiſt, 
For, bonny thing, ſhe never miſt 
To hae ilk year a lamb or twa'. 
The ewie, &c. 


The firſt ſhe had I ga'e to Jock, 
To be to him a kind o' ſtock, 
And now the laddie has a flock 
Of mair nor thirty head to ca?. 
The ewie, &c, 


The neiſt I ga'e to Jean, and now, 
The bairn's ſae bra', her fauld ſae fu', 
That lads ſae thick come here to wooe, 
They're fain to ſleep c on hay or ſtraw, 
The ewie, &c. 5 


I looked ay at e' en for her, 
For fear the fumart might devour her, 
Or ſome miſhanter had come o'er her 
If the beaſtie bade awa'. 
The ewie, &c. 


Yet Monday laſt, for a“. my keeping, 
I canna ſpeak it without greeting, 
A villain came when I was ſleeping 
And ſtaw my ewie, horn and a'. 
The ewie, &c. 


I ſought her ſair upon the morn, 
And down beneath a buſs of thorn 
I got my ewie's crooked horn, 
But, ah! my ewie was awa'. 
The ewie, &c. 


But an' I had the lown that did it, 
I've ſworn and bann'd, as well as ſaid it, 
Tho? a' the warld ſhou'd forbid it, 
I ſhou'd gre his neck a thraw. 
The ewie, &c. 
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I never met wi' fic a turn 
As this, ſince ever I was born, 
My ewie wr the crooked horn, 
Peur filly ewie, ſtown awa'. 
The ewie, &c, 


O had ſhe died of crook or cauld, 
As ewies die when they grow auld, 
It wadnae been, by mony fauld, 
Sae fair a heart to ane 0's a'. 
The ewie, &c. 


For a' the claith that we ha'e worn, 
Frae her and hers ſae aften ſhorn, 
The loſs of her we cou'd ha'e born 
Had fair ſtrae death ta'en her awa?. 
The ewie, &c. 


But this poor thing to loſe her life 
Aneath a greedy villain's knife, 
I'm really fear'd that our goodwife 

Will never win aboon't ava'. 
The ewie, &c. | 


O all ye bards aneath Kinghorn, 
Call up your muſes, let them mourn, 
Our ewie wi” the crooked horn 
Is town frae us, and fell'd and a. 
The ewie, &c. | 


5 | ' 5 1 


* 
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s % Dο. 
WHAT'S THAT TO YOU) 
M* Jeany and I have toil'd 
The live long ſummer's day, 


Till we were almoft ſpoil'd 
At making of the hay. 7 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Her kerchy was of Holland clear, 
Ty'd on her bonny brow, 

I whiſper'd ſomething in her ear, 
But what is that to you. 


Her ſtockings were of kerſy green, 
As tight 4 ony ſilk, 1% 
O fic a leg was never ſeen, - 
Her ſkin was white as milk 
Her hair was black as ane cou'd wiſh, 
And ſweet ſweet was her mou”, 
Oh Jeany daintily can kiſs, 
But what is that to you? 


The roſe and lily baith eombitle 
To make my Jeany fair, 
* There 1s nae benniſon like mine, 
+ I have amaiſt nae care ; | TY 
4 But when another ſwain, my der, As 
Shall ſay you're fair to view, 
Loet Jeany whiſper in his ear, 
Pray, what is that to you? 


ec 
SONG cCexvIII. 
WARS ALARMS ENTIC'D MY WIELV. 


HEN wars alarms entic'd my Willy from me, 
V My poor heart with grief did ſigh, | 
Each ſoft remembrance brought freſh ſorrow on me, 
I *'woke ere yet the morn was nigh. 
No other could delight him, 
Ah! why did I &er light him? 
Coldty anſwering his fond tale, 
Which drove him far 
Amid the rage of war, | 
And left filly me thus ts bewail. 


But I no longer, tho? a maid forſaken; * 
Thus will mourn like vonder dove, 


* 
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For, ere the lark to-morrow ſhall awaken, 
I will ſeek my abſent love; 
The hoſtile country over - 
I'll fly to ſeek my lover, 
Scorning ev' ry threat' ning fear ; 
No diſtant ſnore, 
Nor cannon's roar, 


Shall longer keep me from my dear. 
$ 0 N 6, (a 


JOHNNY ANP MARY. 


Sung by Miſe Cathy. 


OWN the burn aud thro” the mead. 
His golden locks way'd o'er his Ane 
Johnny lilting tun'd his reed, 
And Mary wip'd her bonny mou”. 
Dear ſhe lo'e ed the well known ſong, 
While her Johnny, blithe and bonny, 
Sung her praiſe the whole day long. | 
Down the burn and thro? the mead, 
His golden locks wav'd Oer his brow, 
Johnny lilting tun'd his reed, 


And Mary wi ip'd her honny mou. 


Co claiths ſhe had but 2 
Of rings and jewels nae great gre, 

Her face was fair, her love was true, 
And Johnny wiſely wiſh'd nae maar : 

Love's the pearl the ſhepherds prize, 2 
O'er the mountain, near the fountain, 

Love delights the ſhepherds eyes. 


Down the burn, &c. 


Gold and titles give not health, 
And Johnny cou'd nae * impat :; 
4 1 Sug se 
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Youthfu' Mary's greateſt wealth 
Was ſtill her faithfu* Johnny's heart; 
Sweet the joys the lovers find, 
Great the treaſure, ſweet the pleaſure, 
Where the heart 1s always kind, 
Down the burn, &c. 


„„ 
8s ON ccxx. 
THE BRAES OF YARROW. 


T2 ſun juſt glancing thro? the trees 
Gare light and joy to ilka grove, 
And pleaſure in each ſouthern breeze 
Awaken'd hope and ſlumbring love; 
When Jeany ſung with hearty glee, 
To charm her winſome marrow, 
My bonny laddie gang wi' me, 
We'll o'er the braes of Yarrow. 
Young Sandy was the blytheſt ſwain 
That ever pip'd on broomy brae; 
No laſs cou'd ken him free frae pain, 
So graceful, kind, ſo fair and gay. 
And Jeany ſung, &c. | 


He kiſs'd and lov'd the bonny maid, 
Her ſparkling e'en had won his heart, 
No laſs the youth had e'er betray'd, 
No fears had ſhe, the lad no art. 
And {till ſhe ſung, &c. 


A FAVOURITE SONG. Sung at Ranelogh. 


Y Colin leaves fair London town, 
Its pomp and pride and noiſe, 
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With eager haſte he hies him down 

To taſte of rural joys. | 
Soon as my blitheſome ſwain's in fight, 

My heart is mad with gle, ; 
I never know ſuch true delight 

As when he comes to me. 


How ſweet with him all day to rove, 
And range the meadows wide; 
Nor yet leſs ſweet the moon light grove, - 
All by the river's fide: :: * 
The gaudy ſeaſons paſs away, 
How ſwift when Colin's by! 
How quickly glides the flow'ry May ! 
How faſt the ſummers fly! | 
When Colin comes to grace the plains 
An humble crook he bears, *I. 


He tends the flock like other ſwains, 


A ſhepherd quite appears. 

All in the verdant month .of May, 
A ruſtic rake his pride, | 

He helps to make the new-mown hay 
With Maggy by his fide. 


Gainſt yellow autumn's milder reign 
His fickle he prepares, 5 
He reaps the harveſt on the plain, 
All pleagd with rural cares: 
With jocund dance the night is crown'd, | 
When all the toil is o'er, | | 
With him I trip it on the ground, 
With bonny fwains a ſcore. 


When winter's gloomy months prevail, 
If Colin is but here, 

His jovial laugh and merry tale 
For me are muckle cheer. | 

The folks who chuſe in towns to dwell 
Are from my envy free, 


R 3 
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For Maggy loves the plains too well, 
And Colin's all to me. 


s O N G © CCXXIL 
THE PARTING K18SS. 


NE kind kiſs before we part, 
Drop a tear and bid adieu, 
Tho? we ſevere, my fond heart, 
Till we meet, ſhall pant for you. 


Yet, yet weep not ſo my love, 

Let me kiſs that falling tear, 

Tho' my body muſt remove, 
All my ſoul ſhall ſtill be here. 


All my ſoul and all my heart, 
Ev'ry wiſh ſhall pant for you, 
One kind kiſs, then, e'er we part, 

Drop a tear and bid adieu. 


$$5+$$$$$$$+$$$++4+$$+4 
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 _ GIVE THE DEVIL HIS DUE. 


Of cares are vaniſh'd, our fears are all o'er, 
The Devil and Fauſtus ſhall plague us no more, 
Thus freed from his magic, our paſtimes renew, | 


And ever, as now, give the Devil his due. 


Our labours ſhall proſper and add to our ſtores, 
Since Fauſtus is gone to pay off his old fcores ; 
Who deals with the Devil ſuch dealings muſt rue, 
And (Doctor or Duke) give the Devil his due. 


Now Ralph and his dame ev ry vow ſhall fulfil, 
His mill ſhall go round, and her clack ſhall lie ſtill, 
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Fach laſs to her lad ſhall be loving and true, 
Remembering ſtill—give the Devil his due. 


The heart once corrupted can know no delight, 
For goodneſs and chearfulneſs ever unite ; 

Whilſt miſchief, once rooted, will miſchief purſue, 
And muſt in the end--give the Devil his due. f 


Wi eee 
S O NM C -,; wok. + 


LASS GIN YE LO'E ME TELL ME NOW. 


Ha'e laid a herring in ſa't, 
Laſs gin ye lo'e me, tell me now, 
I ha'e brew'd a forpet o' ma't, | 
An' I canna come ilka day to woo. 
I ha'e a ca'f will ſoon be a cow, 
Laſs gin ye lo'e me, tell me now, 
I ha'e a pig will ſoon be a ſow, 
An' I canna come ilka day to woo.. 


I've a houſe on yonder muir, 
Laſs gin ye lo'e me, tell me now, 
Three ſparrows may dance upon the floor, 
And I canna come ilka day to woo. 
I ha'e a butt, and I ha'e a ben, 
Laſs gin ye lo'e me, tell me now, 
J ha'e three chickens and a fat hen, 
An' I canna come ony mair to Woo. 


I've a hen wi' a happity leg, 
Laſs gin ye lo'e me, tak' me now, 
Which ilka day lays me an egg, 
And I canna come ilka day to woo. 
I ha'e a kebbuck upon my ſhelf, 
Laſs gin ye lo'e me, tak' me now, 
I downa eat it a' myſelf, : 
And I winna come ony mair to woo. 


| 
| 
l 
| 
| 
ö 
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$ O N G ccxxv. 
ANSWER TO THE FOREGOING 8ONG. 


HAT care I for your herring in fa't, 
Y Laddie, I like to tell what's true; 
I carena a fig for your forpet o' ma't, | 
Sac ye needna come here that way to woo. 
As little care I for your houſe i' the muir, 
E'en that, my lad, winna bribe me now; 
Tho? fifty fouk cou'd dance i the floor, 
Foul fa” me gin that wad bring me to. 


Sac brag nae mair o' your butts and your bens, 
Laddie, that's no the gate to woo 


Tho' ye had a hundred cocks and hens, 


They never wad gar me tak? ye now : 
As for your hen wi' the happity leg, 
Laddie, yeꝰ re ſurely daft or fu” ! 
Dye think that I can dine on ae egg? 
*Deed, friend, ye're makin? game o* me now. 


Ye ſay, ye've a pig that will ſoon be a ſow, 
Laddie, I like the truth to tell, 

When ye brag o your ca'f that will ſoon be a cow, 
I'm fley'd that ye're but a ca'f yourſell: ö 

An' as for your kebbuck up i“ the ſhelf, 
Lad, gin I thought you in earneſt now, 

I wou'd ak you to be but a greedy guts'd elf, 
That wou'd come wi' fic offers a laſs to woo. 


But, lad, gin ye want my he ST 
Hark, and I'll learn you how to do; 


Ye maun tauk o' naething but love for love, 


For that's the gate a young laſs to woo ; 
For gin I cou'd think ye liket me weel, 
Laddie, I tell you truly now, 
I wou'd leave my daddy an' minny, atweel, 
An' blythly, this night, gang aff wi? you. 
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s ON 6 ccxxvl. 
TALLYHO.. 


E ſportſmen draw near, and ye ſportſwomen toe, 
Who delight in the joys of the field, 

Mankind, tho' they blame, are all eager as you, 

And no one the conteſt will yield; 
His Lordſhip, his Worſhip, his Honour, his Grace, 

A hunting continually go, + 
All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace, 

With hark forward, burza, tallyho.1 


The lawyer will riſe with the firſt of the morn 
To hunt for a mortgage or deed ; 
The huntſmen gets up at the ſound of the horn, 
And rides to the commons full ſpeed. 
The patriot is thrown in purſuit of his game, £ 
The poet too often lies low, 
Who, mounted on Pegaſus, flies after fame, 
With hark forward, huzza, 'tallyho. 


While fearleſs o'er hills and ober wouliands we beck. 
Tho' prudes on our paſtime may frown, | 
How oft do they decency's bounds overleap, 

And the fences of virtue break down. a * 

Thus public, or private, for penſion, for place, 
For amuſement, for paſſion, for ſhow, 

All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace, 
With hark forward, huzza, INS. 


N N 


| $.0 N G ccxxvII. 
COME GENTLE GOD OF SOFT. REPOSE. 


(x gentle God of ſoft repoſe | 
And lull my tortur'd ſoul to reſt, 
In thy embraces me incloſe, 

And let me once again be bleſt. 


* 
= 
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Come gentle ſlumbers, yet be kind, 
Nor let me ever ſigh in vain, 

Relieve my care, and eaſe my mind, 
Reftore my health, and baniſh pain, 


For thee each night in vain I ſigh, 
And daily I thy loſs deplore, 

Thy friendly aid no more deny, | 
Nor let me moury thy abſence more, 


008 0000 0000 £008 0902 0006 $808 $008 0090 00.9 *þ 00.28.0000 ov PYFP DP) 00OP vv D 0090 6600 
8 O N CRV 


Ve now ye 4 to charm we, 5 
All ye ſweets of blooming May, 
How ſhould empty ſunſhine warm me 
While Lothario b. e. 
Go, ye warblin binds 0 3 
Shade, ye <a the Lilia g ſky, 
Sweeter notes her yoice cen give me, 
Softer ſunſhine e . 


: 
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8 O N - CCXXIX. | 
ADVICE TO THE LADIES. 


L ET an empty flattering ſpirit | 
Eaſy fooliſh heayts beguile, | 


Know, judicious fair, that merit 


Quly can deſerve your mile. 


Scorn the wretch, whate*er his ſtatian, 
Who, with wealth ar titles bold, 

Dead to each ſoft inclination, | 
Hopes to win your heart with gold, 
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With the youth each worth poſſeſſing, 
Deign the naptial joys to prove, 
Ne'er deſpiſe ſo great a bleſſing, 
But repay him love for love. 


„ 0 N @&' en | 
HOW IMPERFECT IS EXPRESSION. 
H OW imperfect is expreſſton 


Some emotions to impart, 
When we mean a ſöft confeſſion, 
And yet ſeek to hide the heart. 


When our boſoms, all complying, 
With delicious tumults ſwell, 

And beat what broken, fault'ring, dying, 
Language wou'd, but cannot te 


Deep confuſion's roſy terror 
Quite expreſſive paints my cherk; 
Aſk no more, behold your error, 
Bluſhes eloquently ſpeak + 


What tho? filent is my atiguiſh! 
Or breath'd only to the air; 

Mark my eyes, and as they languiſh, 
Read what yours have written there. 


O that you could once conceive me, 
Once my ſouPs ſtrong feelings view ; 

Love has nought more fond, believe me, 
Friendſhip nothing half ſo true. 


From you, I am wild, deſpairing, 
With you ſpeechleſs as I touch, 

This is all that bears declaring, * 
And perhaps declares too much. 
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8 O NG CCXXXI. 
OW ſweet is the woodland with fleet hound and 


horn, 
To waken ſhrill echo and taſte the freſh morn; 
But hard is the chace my fond heart muſt purſue, 


For Daphne, fair Daphne, is loſt to my view. 


Aſſiſt me, chaſte Dians, the nymp h to regain, 
More wild than the roebuck, and wing'd with diſdain, 
In pity o'ertake her who wounds as ſhe flies, 


Tho? Daphne's purſu'd, tis Myrtilla that dies. 
SONG CCXXXIL 
THE ROSE. | 


O flow'r that blows is like this roſe, 
Or ſcatters ſuch perfume, 
Upon my breaſt, oh ! gently reſt, 
And ever, ever bloom. 


Dear pledge to prove a ry love, 
A pleaſing gift thou art, 
Come ſweeteſt flow'r, and, from this hour, 


Live henceforth in my heart. 


: s O N G _ CCXXXILL. 
THE BANKS OF THE TWEED. 


ReciTaTiIvE. - 
8 on the banks of Tweed I lay reclin'd 
Beneath a verdant ſhade, 
I hd a ſound more ſweet than pipe or flute, BY 
Sure more enchanting was not Orpheus” lute 
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While liſt' ning and amaz'd, I turn'd my eyes, 

The more I heard the greater my ſurpriſe, 

I roſe and follow'd, guided by my ear, 

And in a thick ſet grove I ſaw my dear; 
Unſeen, unheard, ſhe thought, thus ſung the maid : 


1 aid Air. | 

To the ſoft murm'ring ſtream I will ſing of my love, 
Delighted am I when abroad I can rove, 
To indulge a fond paſſion for Jockey my dear, 
When he's abſent I ſigh, but how blithe when he's near, 
Tis theſe rural amuſements delight my ſad heart, 
Come away to my arms love and never depart, 
To his pipe I could ſing, for he's bonny and gay, 
Did he know how I lov'd him no longer he'd ſtay. 


Neither linnet nor nightingale ſing half ſo ſweet, 

And the ſoft, melting ſtrain did kind echo repeat, 

It ſo raviſh'd my heart and delighted my ear, 
Swift as light'ning I flew to the arms of my dear; 

She, ſurpris'd and detected, ſome moments did ſtand, 
Like the roſe was her cheek, and the lily her hand, 
Which ſhe plac'd on her breaſt, and ſaid, Jocky, I fear 
I have been too imprudent, pray, how came you here? 


For to viſit my ewes, and to ſee my lambs play, 
By the banks of the Tweed, and the groves, I did ſtray, 
But my Jeany, dear Jeany, how oft have I ſigh'd, 
And have vow'd endleſs love if you would be my bride, 
To the altar of Hymen, my fair one, repair, 
Where the knot of affection ſhall tie the fond pair; 
To the pipe's ſprightly notes the gay dance we will lead 
And will bleſs the dear grove by the banks of the Tweed. 


r 
S O N G © CCXXXIV. 


HEN firſt by fond Damon Flavilla was ſeen, 
He ſlightly regarded her air and her mien, 
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The charms of her mind he alone did commend, 

Not warm'd as a lover, but cool as a friend; 
From friendſhip, not paſſion, his raptures did move, 
And the ſwain bragg d his heart was a ſtranger to love. 


. charms he Eifoorer'd, as more he was known, 
Her face grew a wonder, her taſte was his own ; 
Her manners were gentle, her ſenſe was refin'd, 
And oh! what dear-virtues beam'd forth in her mind; 
Yet ſtill for the ſanction of friendſhip he ſtrove, 
Till a ſigh gave the omen, and ſhew'd it was love. 


Now proud to be conquer'd, he fighs for the fair, 
Grows dull to all pleaſure but being with her, 
He's mute, while his heart-ftrings are ready to break, 
For the fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak, 

And wanders a willing example to prove, 
That friendſhip with women is er to love. 


A lover thus conquer'd can ne'er give n 


Not a dupe to her ſmiles, but a ſlave to her ſenſe; 
His paſſion, nor wrinkles, nor age can allay, 
Since founded on that which can never decay; 
And time, that will beauty's ſhort empire remove, 
2 — her reaſon, increaſes his _ 


FF 


8 0 N 6 COXXXV. 
A FAVOURITE ng. 
Tune,—Shepherds 1 have l of my love. | 


TERE each morn and ev- ry eve, 
In dewy.ray returning, 


Shall ſhare the ſorrows that I breathe, 


Shall witneſs to my rg 


Echoearch the phintive hy, 
To her heart —— » 


1 — — ——— 
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How for her forlorn I ſtray, . 
How well, how true I love ben. 


If forbidden to renew 
The vows which once we plighted, 
My Lydia's fate I will purſue, Jt 
Ta death, at leaſt, united, 


The lateſt breath that warms this clays 
At parting ſhall diſcover | 

How I ſigh my ſoul away, Std 
How dear, how well I love her. 


— 2c n= = | 
s O N G- COXXXVL:: iba, 
THE SURPRIZE. By a Scots Gentleman. 


HE tither morn, 
When 1 forlorn, | 
Aneath an aik fat moaning” DOG 
I did na trow | 
I'd fee my jo 1 
Beſide me gain the glowming 3 
Bet he, fu trig, 3 hf HAN 
Lap o'er the rig, 1 Lütt nord K 1 
And dawtingly did c chear me, cd Bo 
When I, whatreck, , Acne i 
Did leaſt expect Ben £5] rd SWF 
To fee my Hide near me, i: Tek En 


His bonnet 4 | 
A thou 
Cockꝰd — gue when firſt be are me. 
And 4 1 wat, 210 2 17 i 
Wi' fainneſs | 
While in his grips he preſed we. 
De'il tak” the war 
I late and air 


Hz'e wid fe Jock aeg, 7 5 2 Wis 


But now as glad 
I'm wi' my lad 
As ſhortſyne —— hearted. 


Fu' aft at een, 
Wi' dancing keen, | 
When a' were blithe and merry, 
I car'dna by, 
| Sae ſad was I, 
In abſence o' my deary ; 
But praiſe be bleſt, 
My mind's at reſt, | 
Pm wy wi my — 
"" ACER had far,” <5 
I'fe ay be there, | 
And be as canty's ony. 98. 


& N KE. N.. N . K l. K & & & * N *. 
s O NG CcxxxVII 

HARK THE JOY INSPIRING HORN. 
Sung by If ie Catley. SED 


ARK, hark the j joy tnfplring horn 
H * the roſy riſing morn, 
And echoes thro? the dale; 
With clam'rous peals the hills cofountd,! + 
The hounds quick ſcented ſcour the ground, 


And ſnuff the fragrant gale. 


Nor gates nor hedges can impede 

The Phi high-mettled, ſtarting Need, 
The jovial pack purſue ; 1 . 

Like light' ning darting o'er the plain, 

The diſtant hills with ſpeed he Sail 5 | | 
And ſees the game in view. Khan 


Her path the timid hare "STM 
And to the copſe for ſhelter makes, 
There pants a while for breath; 
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Her . — her fre is near, 
She ſees approaching death. | 


Directed by the well known bieere; | 
The hounds their trembling victim ſeize, 
She faints; the falls, the dies; cy 

The diſtant courſers now come in, 
And join the loud triumphant din, 
Til echoes rend the ſkies. 


OE RR RO ROT 
SONG CCXXXVIIL. 


TITH a chearful old friend, and a merry old ſong, 
And a tankard of Porter, 1 Aare ſit — * 


long, 
And gh at the follies of thoſe that repine, 
Tho' I muſt drink porter, er 


I envy no mortal, be he ever ſo great, £94k FORK 
Nor ſcorn I the wretch for his lowly eſtate ; ' 
But what I abhor, and deem as a curſe, 


Is meannels, > Ke not poornels of purſe. | . 8 


Then let us, companions, be chearful and gay, 
And chearfully ſpend/life's remainder away; 
Upheld by a friend, our foes we'll deſpiſe, 
For the more we are envy'd the higher we rise. NX. 


ears 
4.7128 10 N G enen. 


1 was a jolly miller « once liv'd on : the river 
Dee, 
He danc'd and he fag Bom morn to wight, no lack » 
blithe as he, * 
And thus the burthen of his Wag bien us'd 40 b, ih 
I care for nobody, no pr if nobody cares me. 


5 _—_ > 
= E 
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I live by my mill, God bleſs her! ſhe's » kindred, child, 


and wife, lx 
I would not change my ſtation for any other i in life 3 
No lawyer, ſurgeon, or doctor, e' er had a groat from me, 
I care for NF; no not bs if abo care far Mey! 


When ſpring begins its merry. career ok bow bi 


heart grows gay, 12 90.4; 

No ſummer's drought alarms his fears, nor viater's cold 
decay; 

No foreſight mars the miller s joy, who? 8 wont to fing 

and fay 

Let others toil from year to year, I . Gen day to 

day. f FL 00 | 
- Thus, like the miller, bold and free, * us rejoice 

and fing, 

The days of youth are made for glee, and time is on the 


wing 


This ſong ſhall 1 from me to thee, along the jovial 


| ring, 
Let heart and voice al, a chin to men Wen live the 
E is vioolls 4 


| 0060099000099000000 
''* ans: CCXL. 
WI fes Pm going. and all the * long, 


At home and abroad, or alone in a throng, 


I ind that my paſſian's fo lively and ſtrong, 


t your name, when I'm ſilent, {till runs in my ſong. 
Sing balin a mone bra, ke. 
1 Lis of our ſweet lips for my 


Since the firſt time I har you I tale no. Cs - 
L ſleep all the day to forget half my woes, 
So hot is the flame in y ſtomach that glows, 
Net, Patrick fea wg thro” 12 5 "_ 

Sing balin a mone ora, &. 5 PF! 


ing b 
Tourpretty black hair + of 
8 
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Tn my conſcience I fear I ſhall die in my grate, b 414 


Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſave, 
And grant the petition your lover does crave, 


Who never was free till you made him your ſlave, - 


Sing balin a mone ora, &c. 


Your pretty black eyes for me. 


on that happy — * I oiche 1 you my » brides 


With a ſwinging long ſword how I'll ſtrut 2 Pl 1 


With a coach and fix horſes with honey I'Il ride, 


As before you I walk to the church by your fide, | 
Sing balin a mone ora, &c; 
Your lily white fiſt for me. 


PATIE' F © WEDDING. 


8 Patie came up frae the gien, 
Drivin' his wedders before him, 

He met bonny Meg ganging hame, 

Her beauty was like for to ſmore 
O dinna you ken, bonny Meg, 
That you and I's ga'en to be marry'd? 
I rather had broken my leg TEES 
Before fic a bargain miſcarry'd. 


Na Patie—O wha's tell'd you tin I 1 8 
I think that of news they*ve been ſcanty, d 
That I ſhould be married ſae ſoon, 
Or yet ſhould ha'e been ſae flantly: 


I winna be married the year, puns * 


Suppoſe I were courted by twenty; 
dae Patie, ye need nae mair ſpear, 
For weel a wat I dinna want ye. 


Now Maggie, what maks ye ſae fweer? | / 


Ist *cauſe that J hinna a maillin ? . 12 Aa 


The lad that has plenty o' gear 
Need 9 or a hail ane: 


— 


I 
4 


. . 
— »'- 
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My dad has a good gray mare, oo 
And yours has twa cows and a filly, | rad! 
And that will be plenty o' gear, 
Sac Maggie be no fac ill- willy. 855 


Indeed Patie, I dinna ken, 
But firſt ye maun ſpeir at my daddy, 
Vou're as weel born as Ben, | 
And I canna lay but I'm ready. 
There's plenty o' yarn in clues, 
To make me a coat and a jimpy, 
And plaiden enough to be trews, 
Gif ye get it I ſhanna ſcrimp ye. 


Now fair fa* ye, my bonny Meg, 
P'ſe let a wee ſmacky fa? on you, 
May my neck be as lang as my leg 
If I be an ill huſband unto you. 
Sae gang your way hame enow, 
Mak ake ready *gain this day fifteen * 
And tell your father the news, | 
That I'll be his ſon in yon kindneſs. 


It was na lang . that; on 
Wha? cam? to our bigging but Pate? | 
Weel dreft in a braw new coat, 
And wow but he thought himſelf rg. 
His bonnet was little frae new, | 
In it was a loop and a ſlitty, 
To tie in a ribbon ſae blue, 
. To bab at the neck of his coaty. 


Then Patie cam? in wi? „ end, 2 9 KN O00) 295 
Said, peace be here to the bigging, | + 4 - 
You're welcome, quo* William, come ben, 1.5 | 
Or I wiſh it may rive to the rigging. 
Now draw in your ſeat and fit down, 
And tells a your news in a hurry, . 
And haſte ye Meg, and be down, 197 215 . ; 
And hing on the pan wi' the berr | 


OF0CHOICE SONGS. 233 
Gy Patie, my news is nae thrang; 


eſtreen I was wi' his honour; 
I've ta'en three rigs of braw land, 
abe eee ld 268 £ 
And now my errand to you | ork 20 
Is for Meggy to help me to labour, 
I think you maun gie's the beſt cow, 
Becauſe that our baddin s but ſober. 25 


Well, now for to help you — -- 
I'll be at the caſt of the bridal, Gf, G20 
I'ſe cut the craig of the we # TUG SHEER SOVL 
That had amaiſt died of the fide u. 
And that'll be plenty o bree, 
Sae lang as our well is nae reiſted; 
To all our good neighbours and we, 
And I think i: no be ill feaſted. 


Quoth Patie, O thar'll do weel, by 
And I'll gi'e you broſe in the main, . 

O' kail that was made yeſtr een, 
For I like them beſt in the forenoon. NW IX 

Sac Tam the piper did pla, Sow 360 
And ilka ane danc'd-that wid willing, emen 

And a' the lave they ranked through, cralligzt oY = 
And they held the __ ay _ . 9 4 9 


The auld wives fat Fry they chew'd;- 209% IGM j 
And when that the carles nappy, 
They a e pd oa aA 
Wi' a crack o their thumbs and a bppie. rol 130% 
The lad that wore the white band,. t AN 
I think they ca'd 2 Mac, 1 (uf. 
And he took the bride by the hand, | vol £) 
And cry'd to play up — Lauder. 


SON SNI MONIES HHN · MH 
S O] n ot 


O eaſe my heart I n flake; 
And much I fear I was to blame; 


4 
OT PRIN =, PP — — —[— — * . 
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- Sighing fwain the banks of Yarrow. - 


214 ACOLLECTION 


For tho? love's force we're deem d to feel, 
The heart its weakneſs ſhould conceal. N 1-1 


The bluſh that ſpeaks the ſoften'd breaſt, 
The ſigh that will not be ſuppreſa d, 
The tear which down the cheek will lead, 
With cautious art we. ſhou'd conceal. | 


And yet, if 8 guides the youth, 
And welcome Love is led by Truth, 
With joy at Hymen's we kneel, 
Nor ftrive our weakn to conceal, | 


KY KY ki K Xt a rketetn * 


$ O N G CCXLIIL | 
MARY Sor r. 


TAPPY'S the bone which meets — 7 

When in bon flames ſouls qual bun; | 
But words are wanting to dilcovet '! lig xl 
The torments of a hopeleſs lover. ö 
Ye regiſters of Heaven relate, 
If, looking o'er the rolls of Fate. a} bf. 
Did you there ſce me mark'd to marrow 
Mary Scott, the flower of Yarrow? | 


Ah no! her e s too r . 
Her love the Gods above muſt ſnare: 
While mortals with deſpair explore den, 
And, at diſtance due, adore he.. 
O lovely maid ! my doubts 3 
Revive and bleſs nie with a 47 
Alas! if not, you'll ſoon — a 


ty 


* ves ye fears, PI not deſpair, / 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair ; 


Then I'll go tell her all my anguiſh, 


She is too good to let me languiſh : L foyer tals 4 
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With ſucceſs crown'd; I'Il not enry b gickra! * 
The folks who dwell above the ſky p; 7 et 
When Mary Scott's become my marraw, 

We'll make a paradiſe in Yarrow. 


s O N G_, CCXLIV. 
Same Tune. 


TW 3 and the day was fair, 
Reſolv'd a while to fly from care, 
Beguiling thought, forgetting ſorrow, 
I wander o'er the braes of Yarrow; . . 
Till then deſpiſing beauty's power, 
I kept my heart my own ſecure, © © 
But Cupid's art did there deceive me, 
And Mary's charms do now enſlave me. 


Will cruel love no "ER receive ? 
No ranſom take for Mary's ſlave ? 
Her frowns of reſt and hope deprive : me, 
Her lovely ſmiles like light revive me. 
No bondage may with mine compare 
Since firſt I ſaw this charming fair, 
This beauteous flower, this roſe of Yarrow 
In nature's garden has no marrow. 


Had I of Heaven but one requeſt, 
I'd aſk to lie in Mary's breaſt ; 
There would I live or die with pleaſure, 
Nor ſpare this world one moment's leiſure : 
Deſpiſing Kings and all that's great, 
Fo iy at courts and courtiers fate; 
y com lete on ſuch a marrow, 


14 001 with her, and live on Yarrow. 


But tho? ſuch bliſs I neꝰ er ſhould gain, 
Contented ſtill I'll wear my chain, 
In hopes my faithful heart may move her, 
For, leaving life, PII always love her. 
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What doubts diſtract a lover's mindꝰ?!ꝰ 
That breaſt, all ſoftneſs, muſt prove kind 


And ſhe ſhall yet become my marrow, 
The lovely 2 roſe of V arrow. 


* NANA UN NN NN N NN NN NN NN NN N 
% 0” coxty: 


EAR Tom, this brown jug that now foams with 


mild ale, 
In which I will drink to ſweet Nan of the vale, 
Was once Toby Fillpot, a thirſty old ſoul 
As eer drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl; 
In bouzing about *twas his praiſe to excel, 
And among jolly topers he bore off the bell, 


It chanc'd that in dog-days he ſat at his eaſe, 
In his flower-woven arbour, as gay as you pleaſe, 
With a friend and a pipe puffing ſorrow away, 
And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 
His breath-doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he died full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 


His body, when long in the ground i it had lain, 
And time into clay had reſolv'd it again, | 

A potter found out in its covert ſo ſnug, 

And with part of fat Toby he form'd this brown Jugs 
Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale, 

So here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the vale. 


AA.. 
| 8 O N  CCXLVI. 
HAY'S BONNY LASSIE. 
Y ſmooth winding Tay a ſwain was reclining, 
Aft cry'd he, oh hey! maun I ſtill Lye piging 


Myſell thus awa', and darena diſcover ' 
To my bonny Hay that I am her lover? 


»> << ft 
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Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes ftronger z 
If ſhe's not my bride, my days are no longer ; 
Then I'll take a heart, and try at a venture, 

May be, ere we part, my vows may content her. 


She's freſh as the ſpring, and ſweet as Aurora, 
When birds mount and ſing, bidding day a good morrow 
The ſwaird of the mead, enamell'd with daiſies, 
Looks wither'd and dead when twin'd of her graces. 


But if ſhe appears where verdure invites her, 
The fountains run clear, and flowers ſmell the ſweeter ; 
"Tis heaven to be by when her wit is a flowing, 


Her ſmiles and ſweet eye ſet my ſpirits a glowing. 


The mair that I gaze, the deeper I'm wounded, 
Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confounded, 
I'm all in a fire, dear maid, to careſs ye, 


For a' my defire is Hay's bonny laſſie. 


1 


if * * 
— 
F 7 


— 


$ O. ꝙο WW. --5vd 
BONNY LASS LIE IN A BARRACK. 


\ Bonny laſs will you lie in a barrack, 
And marry a ſoger and carry his wallet ? 
Yes I will go, and think no more on it, | 
I'll marry my Harry and carry his wallet ; 
I'll neither aſk leave of my minnie nor daddie, 
But off and away with my ſoger laddie. 


O bonny laſs will you go a campaigning? 
Will you ſuffer the hardſhipFof battle and famine ? 
When fainting and bleeding, O cou'd you draw near me? 
And kindly ſupport me, and tenderly chear me? 


O yes I will go, tho” theſe evils you mention, 
And twenty times more if- => had the invention; 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Neither hunger, nor cold, nor dangers alarm me, 
While I have my ſoldier, my nn to charm me. 


CELNNLLETCELLCELLTELECELEALL EY 
s ON O  COXLVIL. 
LAST TIME I CAME O'ER THE MUIR. 


HE laſt time I came o'er the muir, 


I left my love behind me: 
Ye powers! what pain do I endure, 
When ſoft ideas mind me? 
Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd 
The beaming day enſuing, 
I met betimes my lovely maid, 
In fit retreats for wooing. 


Beneath the cooling.ſhade we lay, 
Gazing and chaſtely ſporting ; - 
We kiſs d and promis'd time away, 
Till night ſpread her black curtain. 

J pitied all beneath the ſkies, 


Even Kings, when ſhe was nigh me; 


In raptures I beheld her eyes, 


Which cou'd but ill deny 3 


Shou'd I be call'd where dannons roar, 


Where mortal ſteel may wound me; 


Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
Where dangers may ſurround me; 
Yet hopes again to ſee my love, 
To feaſt on glowing kiſſes, 
Shall make my care at diſtance move, 


In proſpect of fuch es. n 


In all my ſoul there's not one e place 
To let a rival enter; | 
Since ſhe excels in every grace, 
In her my love:ſhall center. 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover; 


— — 


hy bad bon 
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On Greenland-ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 


The next time I gang o'er the muir, 
She ſhall a lover find me; 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Tho' J left her behind me: 

Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom; 

There, while my being does remain, 
My love more freſh ſhall bloſſom. 


—— CSSBIBADE 


8 ON CCXLIX. | 
THE YELLOW-HAIRD LADDIE. 


N April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain; 
The yellow-hair'd laddie would often times go 
To wilds and deep glens where the hawthorn trees grow. 


There, under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his love ev'ning and morn ; 
He ſang with ſo ſaft and enchanting a ſound, 

That ſylvans and fairics unſeen danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd 8 ſung, Tho- oung Maya be fair 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a a + proud air; 
But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly cou'd ſing; 5 
Her breath like the breezes perfum'd in the ſpring. 


That Madie in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was inconftant, and never ſpoke truth; 
But Suſie was faithful, good-humour'd-and free, 

And fair as 2 ue that ſprung from the ſea. 


That mamma's fine an with all her great dvr, 
Was aukwardly Ws. and as Eat ſour; Fl 


220 A Nine 


The witty ſweet Suſie his miſtreſs might be. 


--- K- 5 0. 2 -4 
5 Sa 
THE AGREEABLE SURPRIZE. 


H ER ſheep had in cluſters kept cloſe to a grove, 
To hide from the rigours of day; | 
And Phillis herſelf, in a woodbine alcove, 
Among the ſweet violets lay : : 
A youngling, it ſeems, had cio ſtole from its dam, 
Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plot, 
That Corydon might, as he ſearch's for his lamb, 
As at the critical ſpot. 


As thro? the gay hedge for his lambkin he peeps, 
He ſaw the ſweet maid with ſurpriſe ; 
« Ye gods! if ſo killing,” he cry'd, © when ſhe ſleeps, 
« I'm loſt when ſhe opens her eyes! 
% To tarry much longer would hazard my heart, 
&« I'll onwards my lambkin to trace ;?? . 
In vain honeſt Corydon firove to depart, 
For love held him nail'd to the place. 


6 Huſh, huſh'd be theſe birds, what a bawling * keep 
« (He cry'd) you're too loud on the ſpray ; 

«© Don't you ſee, fooliſh lark, that the charmer's aſleep! 
„ You'll awake her as ſure as tis day : 

« How dare that fond butterfly touch the ſweet maid ! 
« Her cheek he miſtakes for a roſe; 

« T'd put him to death, if I was not afraid 
„My boldneſs would break her repoſe.” 


Young Phillis look'd up with a languiſhing mile: - 
10 Kind ſhepherd,” ſhe ſaid, you miſtake ; 

& J laid myſelf down juſt to reſt me a while; 
« But truſt me I've ftill been awake.“ 

The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a bow, 
He plac'd himſelf cloſe by her fide ; 
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And manag'd the matter I cannot wil n 
But yeſterday made her his brade. 
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ETRTCK BAN ES. 


N Etrick Banks, in a ſummer's night, 
At glowman when the ſheep drive hame, 

I met my laſſie bra and tight, 

Come wading 2 a' her lane: 
My heart grew light, I ran, I 
| My =—_— her lily nr wg 
And ile and clapp'd thats fu? lang, 

My words they were na mony feck. 


I faid, my laſſie, will you go, 
To the Highland hills the Earſe t to learn? 
I'll baith gre thee a cow and ewe, | 
When ye come to the brig of Earn. 
At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er faſn, 
And herrings at the Broome lav; 
Chear up your heart, my bonny laſs, 
There's gear to win we never ſaw. 


All day when we have wrought enough, 
When winter froſts-and ſnaw begin, 
Soon as the ſun, gets welt the loch, 

At night when you fit down to ſain, 
I'Il ſcrew my pipes, and play a ſpring; 

And thus the weary night we'll end, 
Till the tender kid and lamb-time bring 
Our pleaſant ſummer back again, 


Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans glent o'er ilka field, 
I'll meet my laſſie amang the broom, 
n. up to Fahy __ ſhield. 
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Then far frae a* their ſcornfu* din, 
That make the kindly hearts their ſport, 

We'll laugh, and kiſs, and dance, and ſing, 

And gar the langeſt day ſeem ſhort. ©  - 
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THE PADLOCK TO KEEP A WIFE TRUE. 


INCE artifts, who ſue for the trophies of fame, 


Their wit, and their taſte, and their genius proclaim, 


Attend to my ſong, where you'll certainly find 
A ſecret diſclos'd for the good of mankind ; | 
And deny it who can, ſure the laurePs my due 
I've found out a padlock to keep a wife true. 


Should the amorous goddeſs preſide o'er your dame, 
With the ardours of youth all her paſſions inflame ; 
Should her beauty lead captive each ſofter deſire, 

And languiſhing lovers ftill ſigh and admirez 
Yet fearleſs you'd truſt her, tho? thouſands may ſue, 
When I tell you my padlock to keep a wife true. 


Tho” the huſband may think that he wiſely reſtrains 


With his bars and his bolts, his confinement and chains; 


How artfully weak muſt his artifice prove ! 
Can fetters of ſteel bind like fetters of love? 
Throw jealouſy hence, bid ſuſpicion adieu; 
Reſtraint's not the padlock to keep a wife true. 


Should her fancy invite to nd nm or the play, 
All-complying and kind you muſt give her her way; 
While her taſte and her judgement you fondly approve, 
*Tis reaſon ſecures you the treaſures of love : | 
And, believe me, no coxcomb admiſſion can find, 

For the fair one is ſafe, if you padlock her mind. 


Tho? her virtues with foibles ſhould frequently blend, 
Let the huſband be loſt in the lover and friend 3 


% 


He envy'd no monarch, nor wiſh'd for a Crown. | 


/ 
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Let doubts and br no longer perple , 
Tis the charms of in . Ke that bind the ſoft ſen: 


They ne'er can prove f e while this maxim's in view ; | | 


Good-humour's the padlock to keep/a wiſe true. 
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THE CONTENTED MAID. 


ET me live remov'd from ack 1811 vs 
Remov'd from ſcenes of pride and Arife, 

And only taſte theſe tranquil joys _ 

Which Heaven 23 on rural life! 
Innocence ſhall gui | 

Whilſt. br 3 =: TH purſue 1 
Each ſtep I take be mark'd with truth, 

And virtue ever be my view. 


Adieu, ye gay, adieu ye great, 
I ſee you all without a figh; - 
Contented with my happier fate, 

In filence let me live and | 
Sweet peace I'll court to follow me, 
And woo the graces to my cell, 
For all the graces love to be F l 

Where innocence and virtue dwell. | 9 


ee SKK 


8. 0 * c Ww. 
SHEPHERD ADONIS. 


"F* HE Shepherd Adonis being weary'd with wert, 


He for a retirement to the woods did reſort, 15 
He threw by his club, and he laid himſelf down; 1 N 


He drank of the burn, and he ate frae the * ; 
Himſelf he enjoy'd, and frae trouble was free. 
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He wiſh'd for no nymph, though never ſae fair, 
* nae love or ino, and therefore N 


But as he lay thus in an ent. bebe, " 
A heav'nly ſweet voice ſounded ſaft in his ear, 
Which came frae a ſhady green neighbouring grove, 
Where bonny Amynta fat linging « of 8 

| 1 0 8 

The nymph the beheld kink with a kind modeſt grace, 
Seeing ſomethiug that pleas'd' her appear in his face; 
With bluſhing a little ſhe unto him did ſay, 
O ſhepherd ! what want ye? ? how cours? gps ths Ow" | | 


His ſpirits revining, be to her pd Ties) 
I was neꝰ' er ſae ſutpris'd/atithe fight! of a maid. 


Until I beheld thee, from love I was free; 


But now I'm ta'en __— 1 8 aer. by thee. 


arte tara aa beech 


WEED SIDE... 


HAT bebte — Flora diſcloſe. bu 
How ſweet are her ſmiles vpen Tweed? N ils 1 
Yet Mary's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe; ; 96H 
Both nature and fancy exceed. 
Nor daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing-roſe,  /- {1 -; 
Nor all the gay flowers of the field, 
Nor Tweed gliding gently through thoſe, :; 
Such 1 oe piealure doth yield. 
©. 414. 4-H 5 
The warklers.a are how; in the grove, Fi 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, - 


4 


The blackbird and ſweet cooing dove, 


With muſic enchant every buſũn. 
Come, let us go forth to the madd. 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ke ; ; 

We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 

And love while the feather'd' folks L 


How does my love paſs the lang day? 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep ? 

Do they never careleſly . 
While happily ſhe Key aſleep 

Tweed's murmurs ſhould Jull k po to reft ; 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 

To relieve the ſaft pains of my breaſt, - 
I'd ſteal an ambroſial kiſs, 


"Tis the does the virgins excel, 
No beauty with her may compare 

Love's graces around her do dwell ; 
She's faireſt where thouſands are fair. 

Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray, - 

Oh! tell me at noon where they feed; 

Shall I ſeek them on ſweet windin Tay, WEST Fx 
Or the pleaſanter banks of the weed. * 


* TIS — = x 


s O Y G -COLVL 
"YOUNG STREPHON. 


Er others Damon's praiſe rehearſe, 
Or Colin's at their will; 
I mean to fing in ruſtic verſe; | 
Young Strephon of the hill. 


As once I fat bebeck a ſhade, Wy 
Beſide a purling rill, 

Who ſhould my ſolitude invade 
But Strephon of the hill. 


He tapp'd my ſhoulder, ſnatel'd a 1. 
I could not take it ill | 
For nothing ſure is done amiſs 
By Strephon of the hill. 


4 
: 


Obſerve the doves on youder ſpray,” | © 


See how they fit and bill; 
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So ſweet your time ſhall paſs hm 
With Strephon of the hill. 


We went to church with hearty bie. qa) 2 
O love, propitious ſtill 7 1 ones 
May every nymph be bleſt like-me ALES Erika Hai 
With Strephon of the hill. 


s O NG. Lyn. 


A HUNTING. 80NG.. 


HEN Sol. fey the 11 bas lumin'd the) ſphere, 
And gilded the lawns and the riy'lets ſo. clear, 

I roſe from my tent, and, like Richard, I call'd 
For my horſe and my hounds too loudly I bawPd. 
Hark, forward, my boys! Billy Mcadows he cry'd, - 
No frecer he ſpoke but old Reynard he ſpy'd; 
Orer-joy'd at the ſight) we began for to ſkip, 
Ton- ta- ron went the horn, _ a wee the whip. 


17 ts, Bf —— 


r EU 
Tom Bramble ur d forth, NEL] almoſt to 4. 2 
O'er-leaping a ditch—by the Lord, he leap! 41 mT. 
When juſt as it hap'd, but the ſly maſter ren 
Was ſneakingly haſt*ning to make to his den; 
Then away we purſu'd, broke covert and wood, 
Not a quickſet nor thickſet our : pleaſures withſtood ; 
So ho! maſter Reynard, Jack Rivers he. cryd. 
Old ren? you ſhall die, Daddie Hautharg reply'd. 


All gay as the lark the green d we trac? d, 
While the merry ton'd horn inſpir'd as we chac'd ; 
No longer poor Reynard his ſtrength could he boaſt, b 
To the hounds he knock'd under, and gave up the . 
The ſports of the field when concluded and o'er, 
We (ound the horn back again over the moor: 5 
At night take the glaſs, and moſt chearfully ſing ; 


The fox-hunters rowdy, not EC ho rr O 
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"42-5 0 N. 85 CcCLVInI. 
JE MMV AND NANNY. j 


: DUZOT © off } i} a 
Sung by Are Arne at e. S Dr Arne, / 
W HEN ; innocent wedding: our W did erown, 
Upon a green meadow or under a tree, pal 
E'er Nanny * a fine lady in town, 
How lovely, and loving, and bonny was ſhe? 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, 
Let no new whim take thy fancy from me; 
Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, 
Favour thy Jemmy, who doats upon thee. 


Can the death of a Ranet give Nanny the ſpleen ? 
Can loſing of trifles a heart-aching be ? 

Can lap- dogs or monkies draw tears from thoſe een, 
That look with diſdain on unfortunate me? 

| Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, 
Scorn to prefer a vile parrot to me: 

Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any,” 
Think on thy Jemmp, who R 8 thee. 3 


O think, my dear A e on ev” ry ſweet hour, by 
That flides away ſaftly between thee and me 
Fer ſquirrels and beaux and their fopp*ry had "_ Tr, 
To rival my love and impoſe upon ther. 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, b 
Let thy deſires be all center'd in me: 
Oh ! as thou art bonny, be prudent as any, 
Love thy own Jemmy, -who doats upon — 


bc 
S O0 NG ceLIX. C2 
BEAUTY e : 


E ſwains, when radiant beauty moves,” 
Or muſic's art with power divine, "1 
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Think how the rap'trous charm improves, 
Where two ſuch gifts celeſtial join. 


Where Cupid's bow and Phœbus' Ive; 

In the ſame powerful hand are found z 
Where lovely eyes inflame deſire, -- 

Where trembling notes are caught to wu. 


Inqi uire not who's che matchleſs fair 
That can this double death beſtow ; 

If young Harmonia's {trains you hear, 
Or view 1 Wy too ſoon you'll know. 


r 


S ON G CLX. 
MY HEART WENT TO THE FAIR. 
Sung at Vauxhall. Written by Mr Bereoicl.. 


S down the cowſlip dale I ſtray 'd, 
One morning with the dawn, 
Young Damon for the fair array'd, 
Came tripping o'er the lawn. 1 | 
His auburn locks with manly grace, 
In flowing ringlets hung ; 
The bloom of health glow'd i in his face, 
And blythe the 4 ſung. 


Then onward drew, and, as he paſs'd, 
He ſmiling bade good day: 
Entranc'd I gaz'd, till, oh! at laſt, 
I gaz'd my heart away. 
That moment all to love reſign'd, 
Each ſenſe ſeem'd to declare; 
Tho? hapleſs I was left behind, 
My heart went to the fair. 


In vain my anguiſh to remove, 
To once-loy'd ſcenes I fly 
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The roſe-deck'd bow'r, the pine-topp'd grove, 
Seem fading to my eye. 

Thou gentle youth, by nature kind, 
A maiden's bluſhes ſpare z 

Perceive, tho” ſhe: was left behind, 
My heart went to the fair. 


FF 


SONG __CCLXL 
THE LOVERS PARTING. 
«+: bt 
ARK! the trumpet ſounds to arms; 
O fatal noiſe! | 
Hark! the trumpet ſounds to arms; 
Adieu my. joys ! 


Ah! the thouſand fears I prove, 
For thy life, and for thy love. 


He. 
Ceaſe thy plaints, and dry thy tears, 
My charming maid ! 
Ceaſe thy plaints, and dry thy tears, 
Nor fate upbraid. 
Heaven, that makes mankind its care, 
Guards the brave, to ſerve the fair. 


NE LE TT TEL ELELE LE LE CELL LE LE LEES: 
S NG OCH: 


THE GOLD FINCH TO CHLOE. 


REciTATIVE. 
HO Fandel's pleaſing notes as Chloe ſung 
The charms of heav'nly liberty, 
A gentle bird, till then with bondage pleas'd, 
With ardour panted to be free ; 
e U 
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His priſon broke, he ſeeks' the diſtant plain; 
Yet e'er he flies, tunes forth this parting ſtrain. 


Air. 
Whilſt to the diſtant vale I wing, 
Nor wait the ſlow return of ſpring, . 
Rather in leafleſs groves to dwell, 
Than in my Chloe's warmer cell. 
Forgive me, miſtreſs, ſince by thee 
I firit was taught ſweet liberty. 


Soon as the welcome ſpring ſhall chear 
With genial warmth the drooping year, 
L' tell upon the topmoſt ſpray, 

Thy ſweeter notes improv'd my lay, 
And in my priſon learn'd from thee 
To warble forth ſweet liberty. © + 


Waſte not on me an uſeleſs care, 
That kind concern let Strephon ſhare ; 
Slight are my ſorrows, ſlight my ills, 
To thoſe which he poor captive feels, 
Who kept in hopeleſs bonds by thee, 
Yet ſtrives not for his liberty, | 


—p—_—_— A 
5-10 NG: QCLXFHE. 
CUPID TRIUMPHANT. 


N the time for mirth and glee, 
Sing and love, and laugh with me; 


Cupid is my theme of ſtory, 
"Tis his godſhip's praiſe and glory, 
How all yield in into his law. | 

Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, has 


O'er the grave, and o'er the gay, 
* takes his ſhare of play : 
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He makes heroes quit their glory, 
He's the god moſt fam'd in ſtory ; 
' Bending them into his law. 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 


Sly the urchin deals his darts, 
Without pity piercing hearts : 
Cupid triumphs over paſſions, 
Not regarding modes or faſhions, 
Firmly fix'd is Cupid's law. 

| , Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 


You may doubt theſe things are true ; 
But they're facts *twixt me and you: 
Then ye men and maids be wary 
How ye meet before you marry. 
Cupid's will is ſolely law. | 

ER | Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 


IT IL IEICE ILA TEE I IE: 
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LOVE IN LOV LEFE 


OUNG Jockey he courted ſweet Maggy ſo fair; 
The laſs ſne was lovely, the ſwain debonair: 


They hugg'd, and they cuddled, and talk'd with their eyes, 
And look'd, as all lovers do, wonderful wiſe. 


A fort night was ſpent 'ere dear Maggy came too; 
For maidens a decency keep when they woo : 
At length ſhe conſented, and made him a vow, 


And Jockey he gave, for her jointure, his cow. 


They pannell'd their dobbins, and rode to the fair, 
Still kiſſing and fondling until they came there: 
They call'd on the Parſon, and by him were wed, 
And Maggy ſhe took her dear Jockey to bed. 


U 2 
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They ſtaid there a week, as the neighbours all ay 
And none was ſo happy and gameſome as they: 
Then home they return'd, but return'd moſt unkind ; 


For Jockey rode on, and left Maggy behind. 


Surpris'd at this treatment, ſhe ery'd, Gaffer Jock, 
Pray what is the reaſon that Maggy you mock'd ; 

uoth he, Gooſe, come on! why you now are my bride ; 
And when volk are wed, they ſet fooling afide. 


He took home his Maggy ond conduct to learn, 
Who bruſh'd up the houſe, while he thatch'd the old barn; 
They laid in a ftock for the cares that enſue, 

And now live as man and wife uſually do. 


EO EL CEO OLE K U . K* 
ec. 


THE WANDERING SAILOR. 


HE wand'ring ſailor plows the main, 
A competence in life to gain, 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 
To find at laſt content and eaſe. 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 
In hopes, &c. | 


When winds blow hard, and mountains roll, 
And thunder ſhakes from pole to pole, 
When dreadful waves ſurrounding foam, 
Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home; 
In hopes, wh toil, Ke. 


When round the bowl the jovial crew, 
The early ſcenes of youth renew, 
Tho? each his fav'rite fair will boaſt; 
This is their umverſal toaſt : 
May we, when toil and danger's o'er, 
Caſt anchor on our native ſhore. 
May we, &c. 
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SPARKLING CHAMPAIGNE. 
Sung by Mrs Lowe at Marybone Gardens. 


** dull chinking ſouls, who by troubles are preſt, 

That are ſtrangers alike both to joy and to reſt, 

Adhere to my maxims, I'll teach you the way 

To be ever contented, good-humour'd, and gay; 

No remedy's ſurer to drive away pain, 3 

Than a bumper of claret, or ſparkling champaigne z © 
Or ſparkling champaigne ; 

Than a bumper of claret, or ſparkling, &c. 


Ye lovers, who live by the ſmiles of the fair, ; 
Whom a frown from your miſtreſs can drive to deſpair, 
Should ſhe chance to prove peeviſh, ill natur'd, or ſhy, 
Why, leave her alone, and ne'er flatter or ſigh; 

Deſpiſe all her arts, and forget her diſdain 

In a bumper of claret, or ſparkling champaigne; 
Or ſparkling champaigne, 

In a bumper of claret, &c. 


When the huſband is jealous, or dull, or unkind, 
Let his ſpouſe give him this, and ſhe'll ſpeedily find, 
His mind *twill enliven, his care *twill remove, 

And awake in his boſom the tranſports of love; 

At a change ſo inviting, what wife can repine ? 

From bleſſings, the virtue of ſparkling champaigne ; ; 
Of ſparkling champaigne, 

From bleſſings, the virtue, &c. 


D Rc. j — 
S O N G CCLxXvIL 
BLITHE SANDY. By Mr Hawkins. 

Y Sandy 1s the ſweeteſt ſwain 


That ever pip'd on Tay; 
U 3 
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He tends his ſheep on verdant plain, 
And chears me all the day : 
For, oh! he is ſo blithe a lad, 
A blither canna be, 
 Whene'er he's nigh, my heart is glad, 


For dearly he loves me. 


As on a moſſy bank we fat, 
Beneath a fragrant ſhade, 
The youth he charm'd me with his chat, 
And on his bagpipes play'd : 
For, oh! he is ſo blithe, &c. 


He calls me his dear life and care, 
And his own Maggy too ; 
He vows, by all that's good and fair, 
To me he will prove true : 
For, oh! he is fo blithe, &c. 


Then I will prize my loving ſwain, 
And yield to be his wife ; 
Then bid adieu to care and pain, 
And ſo be bleſt for life: 
For, oh! he is ſo blithe, &c. 


SONG ccLXVVIII. 


SANDY O'ER THE LE E. 


Sung by Mrs W, righten at Vauxhall. 
1 Winna marry ony man but Sandy o'er the lee; 


I winna marry ony man but Sandy o'er the lee; 
I winna ha'e the dominie, for geud he canna be; 
But I will ha'e my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the lee: 
For he's aye a kiſſing, kiſſing, kiſſing, aye a kiſſing me, 
He's aye a kiſling, kiſſing, kiſſing, aye a kiſſing me. 


I winna hve the miniſter, for a' his godly looks, 


Nor yet will I the lawyer ha'e, for a' his wily crooks ; 
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I winna ha'e the plowman lad, nor yet will I the miller, 
But I will ha'e my Sandy lad, without a penny filler. 
For he's aye a kiſſing, &c. 


I winna ha'e the ſodger lad, for he gangs to the war, 
I winna ha'e the ſailor lad, becauſe he ſmells o' tar; 
I winna ha'e the Lord nor Laird, for a' their meikle 
g | 
But I will ha'e my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the meir; 
For he's aye a kiſſing, &c. 


$$$00595000009000000 
S ON G CCLXIX. 
By Mr Richardſon. 'Tune,—Banks of the Dee. 


N Teeſe” ſweet banks I fat with my Molly, 
So chearful, ſo charming, ſo frolic and free; 

Away, gloomy care, ſaid I, hence melancholy, 
Nor think of attending on Molly and me. 
The ſun to old ocean was ſlowly deſcending, 
The ſhepherd his flocks on the wild heath attending, 
The plowman, ſweet whiſtling, his way homeward bend» 

ing, | | 


And careleſsly gazing on Molly and me. 


The innocent milk maid was tripping ſo neatly, 
And calling her kine o'er the ſweet-ſcented lee; 
The thruſh and the black-bird were finging full ſweetly, 
And chanting their carrols to Molly and me. 
The daiſy, the pink, and the vi'let tweet blooming, 
The hawthorn and woodbine the thicket perfuming, 
Sweet Philomel ſadly her wild notes reſuming, 
Bleſt ſcene of retirement for Molly and me. 


Poſſeſt of my Molly, falſe fortune defying, 
From ſorrow, from care, and anxiety free ; 
The darts of old Time o'er our heads widely flying, 
What pair are ſo happy as Molly and me? 
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Dear ſcenes of contentment, for ever inviting, 


New pleaſures, new beauties, for ever delighting, 


With mutual affection each other requiting, 
Say, who are ſo happy as Molly and me? 


r 


s O N G cclxx. 
PATIE'S MILL. 


HE laſs of Patie's mill, 
So bonny, blithe, and gay, 

In ſpite of all my ſkill, 

Hath ſtole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay, = 

Bare headed on the green, 
Love 'midſt her locks did play, 

And wanton'd in her een. 


Her arms white, round, and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their dawn, 
To age it would give youth 
To preſs *em with his hand : 
Through all my ſpirits ran 
An extacy of bliſs, 
When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. 


Without the help of art, 
Like flowers which grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart, | 
- Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd : 

Her looks they were ſo mild, 
Free from affected pride, 
She me to love beguil'd, 
I wiſh'd her for my bride. 


O had I all the wealth 
 Hopeton's high mountains fill, 

Inſur'd long life and health, 

And pleaſures at my will. 
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I'd promiſe and fulfil, 
That none but bonny ſhe, 

The laſs of Patie's mill, / 
Shou'd ſhare the ſame with me. 


NN OE KOUANOENRMERNEN EK 
s O NG CCLXXL. 
THE DESPAIRING SHEPHERDESS. - 
Tune, — 7 Love's a ſaveet paſſion, &c. 


N a bank's flow'ry verge, beſide a clear brook, 
A fair ſhepherdeſs ſat, in her hand was a crook, 
Her dog, by her ſide, lay at eafe on the ground, 
And her flocks overſpread the green paſtures around; 
But the tears from her eyes in pure nv'lets they flow'd, 
While her breaſt with theſe accents rapt*rouſly glow'd: 


O! why, cruel fate, from my arms did you tear 
My faithful young ſhepherd, ever conſtant and dear ? 
And force him away to a diſtance fo far, 
*Midit the direful alarms of outrageous war! 

There he'll baſely be mangl'd, or inhumanly flain, 
And my ſhepherd, dear ſhepherd ! I'll n&er fee again. 


Ye woods, and ye groves, where often we've ſtray'd, 
Whilſt our lambs friſk'd their gambols, and ſportively 
lay'd, 
Where firſt my young ſwain made to me known his love, 
And ſwore ever conſtant and true he would prove : 
Now in vain your trees bud, they all flouriſh in vain, 
Since my ſhepherd, dear ſhepherd ! IT'Il ne'er ſee again. 


Ye cool ſhady bow'rs, and ſweet ſcented alcoves, 
And ye ſongſters, who chant your gay notes in the groves, 
Ye high water falls, and ſmooth ſerpentine ſtreams, 
Rural ſubje&s for lovers, for them pleaſing themes: 

All your beauties diſpleaſe me, your muſic gives pain, 
Since my ſhepherd, dear ſhepherd! I'll ne'er fee again. 
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No more will my ſwain gladden yon lonely vale, 
Nor no more will his muſic dance on the freſh gale ; 
His pipe was ſo pleaſing, and ſoft in the grots, 

That linnets, to liſten, oft dropt their ſweet notes; 
But I'm left with the turtle to mourn and complain, 
For my ſhepherd, dear ſhepherd ! PII ne'er ſee again. 


--- --.- 
8 O N G ccLXXII. 
DELITA. 


* watchful guardians of the fair, 
Who {kiff on wings of ambient air, 
| Of my Delia take a care, 
| And repreſent a lover, - 
With all the gaiety of youth, 
With honour, juſtice, love, and truth ; 
Till I return, her paſſions ſoothe, 

For me in whiſpers move her. 


Be careful no baſe ſordid ſlave, 

With ſoul ſunk in a golden grave, 

Who knows no virtue but to ſave, 
With glaring gold bewitch her: | 

Tell her, for me ſhe was defign'd, 

For me, who knows how to be kind, 

And have more plenty in my mind 
Than one who's ten times richer. 


Let all the world turn upſide down, 
And fools run an eternal round, 
In queſt of what ne'er can be found, 
To pleaſe their vain ambition : 
Let little minds great charms eſpy 
In ſhadows which at diſtance lie, 
Whoſe hop'd-for pleaſures, when come "eh 


Prove nothing in fruition. 


But caſt into a mould 8 
Fair Delia does with luſtre ſhine, 
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Her virtuous ſoul's an ample mine, 
Which yields a conſtant treaſure : 

Let poets, in ſublimeſt lays, 

Employ their {kill her — to raiſe, 

Let ſons of muſic paſs whole days, 
With well tun'd reeds to pleaſe her. 


- 


e eee eee 
8 ON CCLXXIV. 


THE NEW WAY of the man LAD DIE. 


H] ſure a pair was never ſeen, F 
So juſtly form'd to meet by nature, 
The youth excelling ſo in mien, 


The maid in ev'ry graceful feature. 


CH: lhi0; £ 
O how happy are ſuch lovers! © 
When kindred beauties each diſcovers, 
For ſurely ſhe was made for thee, 


And thou to bleſs this charming creature, 


So mild your looks, your children thence 
Will early learn the taſk of duty : 

The boys with all their father's ſenſe, 
The girls with all their mother's beauty. 


S HO 
O how charming to inherit 


At once ſuch graces and ſuch ſpirit ! 
Thus, while you live, may fortune give 
Each bleſſing * to your merit. 


e- --- --f. -- iK. .- Ai 


S O N G CCLXXV. 


ENEAT H a beech's grateful ſhade 
ad Colin lay * ; 
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He ſigh'd, and ſeem'd to love a maid, 
Without hopes of obtaining; 

For thus the ſwain indulg'd his grief, 
Tho? pity cannot move thee, 

Tho? thy hard heart gives no relief, 
Yet, Peggy I muſt love the. 


Say, Peggy, what has Colin done 
That thus you cruelly uſe him ? | 
If love's a fault, tis that alone | 
For which you ſhou'd excuſe him : 
»Twas thy dear ſelf firſt rais'd this flame, 
This fire by which I languiſh ; 
Tis thou alone can queneh the ſame, 
And cool its ſcorehing anguiſn. 


For thee I leave the ſportive plain, 


Where every maid invites me, 
For thee, ſole cauſe of all my pain, 
For thee that only ſlights me; 
This love that fires my Airhful heart, 
By all but thee's coltubtndes, | 
Oh! would'ſt thou act fo good a part, 
My grief might ſoon be Faded. 


That beauteous breaſt, ſo ſoft to "wy 17 
Seem'd tenderneſs all over; . . 
Vet it defends thy heart like ſteel 
*Gainſt thy deſpairing lover. 
Alas! tho? it ſhou'd ne er relent, 
Nor Colin's care e' er move thee, 
Vet, till life's lateſt breath is ſpent, 
My Peggy 1 muſt love has, 


wd vnd dR MANN 
S ON G ccLXXVI. 


A'N NAS URN. 


Ncompaſs'd in an angel s frame, 
An angel's virtues lay 
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Too ſoon did heav*n aſſert its claim, 
And call'd its own away. | 

My Anna's worth, my Anna's een, 
Can never more return: 

What then ſhall fill theſe widow'd arms, 
Ah me! my Anna's urn. 


Can J forget that bliſs refin'd, 
Which, bleſt with her I knew ? 
Our hearts in ſacred bonds entwin'd 

Were bound by love too true. 
That rural train which once was us'd 
In feſtive dance to turn, 
So pleas'd, when Anna they amus'd, 
Now weeping deck her urn. 


The ſoul eſcaping from its chain, 
She claſp'd me to her breaſt, 
To part with thee is all my pain, 
' She cnied, then ſunk to reſt. 
While mem'ry ſhall her ſeat retain, 
From beauteous Anna torn, 


My heart ſhall breath its ceaſelefs ſtrain - 


Of ſorrow o'er her urn. 


There with the earlieſt dawn, a dove 
Laments her murder'd mate ; 
There Philomela, loſt to love, 
Tells the pale moon her fate. 
With yew and ivy round me ſpread, 
My Anna there I'll mourn ; 
For all my ſoul, now ſhe is dead, 
Concentres in her urn. 


dn dere {peer pen {pete Eder He --- des ode {eee {pes Ce, . 3 4 
$ O NG CCLXXVI. 
THE BONNY SAILOR. 


Y bonny failor's won my mind, 
wy heart is now with him at ſea; ; 
* 
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J hope the ſummer's weſtern breeze 
Will bring him ſafely back to me: 
T wiſh to hear what glorious toils, 
What dangers he has undergone, 
What forts he's ſtorm'd, how great the ſpoils 
From France and Spain my ſailor's won. 


A thouſand terrors chill'd my breaſt, 
When fancy brought the foe in view, 

And day and night I've had no reſt, 

Leſt ev'ry gale a tempeſt blew. 

Bring, gentle gales, my ſailor home; 
His ſhip at anchor may I ſee : 

Three years are ſure enough to roam, 
Too long for one that loves like me. 


His face by ſultry climes is wan, | 
His eyes by watching ſhine leſs bright; ; 
But ſtill I'll own my charming man, 
And run to meet him when in fight : 
His honeſt heart is what I prize, 
| No weather can make that look old; 
Tho?” alter'd were his face and eyes, 
Pll love my jolly ſailor bold. 


4$>x>00000000000c eee eee 
S O N G CCLXXVILI. 
UNDER THE ROSE. 
Sung by Mr Vernon at Vauxhall. 


AST Midſummer eve, as I paſs'd thro? the grove, 
I met with young Phillis, the goddeſs of love; 
My heart was tranſported, you well may ſuppoſe, 
I gave her a kiſs— but twas under the roſe. 


She ſtarted and bluſh'd, and reply'd, with a an, 
„ Don't fancy, young ſwain, I'll be kiſs'd by a clown, 
3 « Im courted by Strephon—ſee yonder he goes,“ 
| till I gave her a kiſs—but twas under the roſe, 
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«© Come, come, deareſt charmer,” I tenderly cry'd, - 
6 J care not for Strephon ; I'll not be deny'd, (50 
« He's falſe to young Phillis ; he very well knows, 

« My heart is right honeſt, tho? under the roſe.” 


« If Strephon be falſe, whe has Phillis to do? we 
(She anſwer'd in anguiſh) No men ſure are true, 
« O yes, my dear girl, (I reply'd) don't ſuppoſe 
« But Damon is conſtant, tho? under the roſe.” 


If you love me (ſhe cry'd) here them e I give 
My heart and affection as long as J live.” 
I led her to church, and ſhe does not ſuppoſe 
But Damon 1s conſtant,—tho' under 11 ry om | 
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S ON G CCLXXIX. 
A FAVOURITE HUNTING SONG. 
1. AST Valentine's day, when bright Phoebus ſhone 


clear, 
I had not been hunting for more than a year, 
Taleo, taleo, &c. 
I mounted black Sloven, o'er the road made 1 R- | 
For I heard hounds challenge, and horns * "ON 
Taleo, taleo, &c. 1 2 


Hallo into covert, Old Anthony eries, | 

No ſooner he ſpoke but the fox, Sir, he ſpies, 
Taleo, &c. 185 

This being the ſignal, he chen erack'd his lip, 

Taleo was the — and _ he did leap, | 
Taleo, &c. 


Then up rides Dick Dawſon, who car'd not a pin, 
He ſprung at the drain, but his horſe tumbled in, 
aleo, Ke. . | 
2 _ 
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And as is crept out, why he ſpy'd the old ren, 
With his tongue hanging out ſt caling home to his den. 
Taleo, &c. 


Our hounds and our horſes were always as good 

As ever broke covert, 'or daſh'd thro” the wood, 
Taleo, &c. 

Old Reynard runs hard, but muſt certainly die, 

Have at you, old Tony, Dick Dawſon did cry, 
Taleo, &c. 


The hounds they had run twenty. miles now or more, 
Old Anthony fretted, he curs'd too, and ſwore, 
- Taleo, &. 
But Reynard being ſpent, ſoon wk give up the ghoſt, 
Wh ll egg heighten our joys when we come to each toaſt, 
eo, &e. 


The day's ſport being oyer, the horns we will ſound, 
To the jolly fox-hunters let echo reſound, 
Taleo, &. 


So fill up your glaſſes, and chearfully drink 


To the honeſt true ſportſman who never will ſhrink. 
Taleo, &c. 


43 tr ccer hp eooe 
$-.0..(N--G-;--CCLEKE: 


AULD WIFE BEYONT THE FIRE. 


HERE was a Vile won'd in a glen, 
And ſhe had dochters nine or ten, 
That ſought the houſe baith but and ben 
To find their mam a ſniſhing. 
The auld wife beyont the fire, 
The auld wife aneiſt the fire, 
The auld wife aboon the fire, 
She died for lack of fniſhing *.. 


* Sniſhing, in its literal meaning, is ſnuff made of tobacco; 
but in this ſong it means ſometimes contentment, a huſband, 
love, money, &c. 
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Her mull into forme hole had fa'n, © 
Whatrecks, quoth ſhe, let it be ga'en, 


For I maun ha'e a young goodman, 
Shall furniſh me with ſmuſhing, 


Her eldeſt Jockter Laid right bauld, 

Fy, mother, mind that now ye're auld, 

And if ye with a younker wald,. 
He'll wafte away your ſniſhing. 


The youngeſt dochter ga'e a ſhout, = 

O mother dear! you're teeths a? out, 

Beſides half blind, you ha'e the gout, 
Vour mill can ha'd nae oe ning, 


Ye lied, ye limmers, cries all mump, 
For I hae baith a tooth and ſtump, 
And will nae langer live in dump, 

By wanting o' my {niſhing. © + 


Thole ye, ſays Peg, that pauky aut, a 
Mother, if ye can crack a nut, 
Then we will a' conſent to it, 


That ye ſhall have a ſniſhing. 
The auld wiſe aid agree to that, 


And they a piſtol bullet gat, Mr 


She pow'rfully began to crack, 
To win herſelf a Rings 


Braw ſport it was to ſee her chow't, 


And *tween her gums ſae ſqueeze and re- 


While frae her jaws the ſlaver flow't, 
And ay ſhe curs'd poor ſtumpy. 


At laſt ſhe ga'e a deſperate ſqueeze, 
Which brake the auld tooth by the neeze, 
And ſyne poor ſtumpy was at eaſe, 

But ſhe tint hopes o' ſniſhing. 


She of the taſk. began to tire, 
And frae her dochters did retire, - 
WY 
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Syne lean'd her down ayont the fire, : 
And died for lack of ſniſhing. 


Ye auld wives notice well this truth, 

As ſoon as ye're paſt mark of mouth, 

Ne'er do what's only fit for youth, 

And leave aff thoughts of ſniſhin 

Elſe, like this wife beyont the 1 | 
Your bairns againſt you will conſpire, _ 
Nor will ye get, unleſs ye hire, 
A young man with your ſniſhing. 


CC * 
SONG CCLXXXI. 


RURAL FELICITY. 
A Favourite New Song. 


N the morn as I walk'd-thro' the mead, 
And trode on the carpet of green, 
I view'd the ſweet flocks as they feed; 
What equals the beautiful ſcene ! 
Thro' the groves as they paſs'd with delight, 
In view of yon ever green pinez _ | 
What ſenſation I feel at the fight 
Of a proſpect ſo rural and fine. 


Hark the birds, as they perch in i the bough, 
With melody pleaſing the ear: 
See the hind afar with his plough, 
Dtienoting the time of the year. 
As I ſtray'd thro? the neighbouring vale, 
Encompaſs'd by mountains ſo high, 
O what charms do I find in the day, 
By the ſtream that runs bubbling by, 


At the foot of yon ſycamore tree 
Sits the ſhepherd a tuning his reed; 
While his lambs frolic round him with glee, 
His ſheep * ſide of him feed. 
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O'er yon beautiful lawn do I ſee 
The hare with timidity fly : 

How delightful's the muſic to me 
Of the echo of dogs i in full ery 1 


But what harmony's that which I hear, 
"Tis the bells from yon neighbouring vill: 
O how pleaſing's the ſound to my ear, 
By the fide of this murmuring rill. 
There's no pleaſure to me ſo ſweet 
As that which the country gives: 
I am happy, thank God, at my ſeat, 
Where rural felicity lives. 


Ke e +4. 
SONG CCLXXXIL 


THE PROGRESS OF LOVE. 
Addreſſed to every Young Lady. 


N rip'ning age, the female breaſt 
To love's ſoft influence prone ; 

Forſakes its uſual wonted reſt, 

And all its joys are flown; 
Ah! hapleſs, more than hapleſs ſtate! 

When ſome unworthy youth _ + 1 
Stern Providence decrees to mate 

With innocence and truth. 


Reverſe the ſcene, what raptures reign, 
Where worth with beauty join'd, 
Complete a union void of pain; 
Bleſt union of the mind! 
Extatic bliſs! (beyond the height 
Of fortune's ſordid ſway ) | 
Then crowns each peateful blifsful night, 
And hails each coming day. 


Such, Myra, ſuch the youth hall. prove 
Whom fate ordains with thee, 
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To taſte the ſweets of mutual love, 
From care, from diſcord free : 

Grown old in love, as well as age, 
You'll gently meet decay, 


And, envy'd, grace the future page 
Of ſome immortal lay. 


CCC 
S O N G CCLXXXIIL _- 
The Death of Auld Robin Gray, and Jamie's Return. 
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A Favourite Scotch Ballad. Sung by Mrs. Kennedy at 
Vauxhall Gardens. 


HE ſummer it was falling, all nature round was gay, 

When Jenny was attending on Auld Robin Gray; 
For he was fick at heart, and had nae friend beſide, 
But only me poor Jenny, who newly was his bride. 
Ah! Jenny, I ſhall die, he cry'd, as ſure as I had birth; 
Then ſee my poor old bones, I pray, laid into the earth: 
And be a widow for my ſake a twelvemonth and a day, 
And I will leave whate'er belongs to Auld Robin Gray. 


I laid poor Robin in the earth as decent as I cou'd, 
And ſhed a tear upon his grave, for he was very good; 
I took my rock into my hand, and in my cot I figh'd, 
Oh wae * me, what ſhall I do, ſince poor Auld Robi 

di 
Search ev'ry part throughout the land, there” s none like 
me forlorn, | 
I'm ready e' en to ban the day that ever I was born 
For Jamie, all I lov'd on earth; ah ! he is gone away, 
My father's dead, my mother's dead, aud cke Auld Ro- 
bin Gray. 


I roſe up with the morning ſun, and Foun till ſetting day, 
And — whole year of widowhood I mourn'd for Robin 
ray: 
I did the duty of a wife, both kind nüd conſtant too; 
Let every one example take, and Jenny's plan purſue. 
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J thought that Jamie he was dead, or he was to me loſt, 
And all my fond and youthful love entirely was croſt: 

I try'd to fing, I try'd to laugh, and paſs the time away, 
For I had ne'er a friend alive ſince dy'd Auld Robin Gray. 


At length the merry bells rung round, I cou'dna gueſs 

the cauſe ; (applauſe, 

But Rodney was the man, they ſaid, who gain'd fo much 

I doubted if the tale was true, till Jamie came to me, 

And ſhew'd a purſe of golden ore, and ſaid It is for thee, 

Auld Robin Gray I find is dead, and ſtill thy heart is true, 

Then take me, Jenny, to thy arms, and I will be ſo too, 

Meſs John ſhall join us at the kirk, and we'll be blithe 
and 


gay, 8 . 
I bluſh'd, conſented, and reply'd Adieu to Robin Gray. 
* LED DEL ALD LE OLE EEE 
S O N G CCLXXXIV. 


YOUNG JOCKEY BLITHE. 


OUNG Jockey blithe at early dawn, 
Starts freſh and fair as roſes blawn ; 
Then o'er the dewy lawn he roves, 
And greets the laſs he dearly loves. 
Sweet ſmells the birk, green grows the graſs, 
Dear Jug, will naething move thee, 
Be kind, be true, my bonny laſs, 
I only live to love thee. | 


To merit I no claim can make, 
But that I'd die for your dear fake ; 
From every other bus'neſs free, 

My life and love ſhall follow thee. 
Sweet ſmells the birk, &c. 


Time's on the wing, and will not ſtay, 
In ſhining ſun let's make our hay. 
While love does at his altar ſtand, 

Give me your heart, O give your hand. 
Sweet ſmells the birk, &c. 9 
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8 O NG CCLXXXV. 


OFT pleaſing pains unknown before, 
My beating boſom feels, I 
When I beheld the peaceful bow'r | 
Where deareſt Delia dwells. * 1 
There daily da I drive my flock, | 
Ah happy, happy vale, 
There ſigh and look, and while I look, 
My ſighs encreaſe the gale. 


Sometimes at midnight do I ſtray, | 
Beneath th? inclement ſkies, | 
And there my true devotion pay | 
To Delia's ſleep- ſeal'd eyes; | 
So pious pilgrims nightly rove, 
With tedious travel faint, A 2 
To kiſs alone the clay cold tomb 
Of ſome lov'd favourite pr 


Oh tell, ye ſhades that hold boy fair, 
And all my bliſs contain, 

Ah, why ſhou'd ye thoſe bleſſings ſhare | 
For which I ſigh in vain : 

But let me not at fate repine, 
Or thus my griefs impart, os; 

She's not your tenant, ſhe is mine, _ 


hor manſon. is wy heart. 

. „„ 
s O N G CCLXXXVI. 
BRITAIN'S SILVER TRUMPET. 

T.. emp het 


Young Hall cou'd fing with taſte and art; 
Beau Jemmy ſported frogs and lace ; 
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Blithe Willy was a ſoldier brave, 
Who fear'd not ſcars, er death, or wounds, 
His country or his love to ſave, 


When Britain's filver trumpet ſounds. 


Now fear is rous'd by war's alarms, * 
And threat' ning foes each hour ariſe ; 
I ſcorn young Harry's vocal charms, 
And Maſter Jemmy I deſpiſe: 
I love my Willy bold and brave, 
He heeds not ſcars, or death, or wounds, 
His country or his love to ſave, 


When Britain's ſilver Trumpet ſounds. 


In piping times of peace, à beau, 
Dear girls, may idle thoughts employ ; 
But now, while threat'ned by each foe, 
Be wiſe, and throw away the toy. 
Take my advice, love him that's brave, 
Who fears not ſcars, or death, or wounds; 
So may your ſmiles your country ſave, 
Whilſt Britain's filver trumpet ſounds. 


Te eee 
s O N G CCLXXXVIL | 
BE MERRY AND WISE. 
O be mw wile is cok of old, 
But a maxim ſo good can't too often be told; 


Then attend to my ſong, nor my counſel deſpiſe, 
For I mean to be merry, —but merry and wiſe. 


1 


Ye bucks, who then toping ſuch rapture expreſs, 
And yet find the next day diſmal proofs of exceſs, 
Avoid all extremes, and mark well my advice, 


"Tis to drink and be merry,—but merry and wiſe. 


| In women, all lovely, is center'd each bliſs, | 
But let prudence give ſanction, 'twill ſweeten the kiſs? 


— 
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If not beauty or folly your ſenſes ſurpriſe, 
You may kiſs and be merry, —but merry and wiſe. 


Then ye topers and rakes, who would lead happy lives, 
All exceſs avoid, and chuſe modeſt wives; 
While prudence prefides, it is thus I adviſe, 
Love and drink, and be merry,—but merry and wiſe. 


842848442422 
| S O:N- G -CCLEXXVIIL. 
WHEN THE HEART IS AT EASE, 


HEN the heart is at eaſe, how chearful each ſcene, 

How pleaſing the toils or the ſports of the green, 
Now ſhunning their paſtimes, with tears I deplore, 
That Jockey is abſent, and joy is no more. 


When he pip 'd on the green the laſſes wou'd throng, 
And ſtill he choſe me for the theme of his ſong ; 
But now he has left me in grief to deplore, 
That Jockey is abſent, an Joy is no more. 


O come, my dear ſh epherd] once more chear the plain, 
O come and relieve my | fad heart of its pain 

No longer in ſorrow thus let me deplore, 

That Jookiey 4 is abſent, and joy is no more. 


M MN MN NN NN NN NN 
8 0 N G CCLXXXIX. 


1 WIN NA GANG WP THEE. 


V laſſes, do you Jockey ken, the pride of Aberdeen, 

His golden locks hang o'er his row, love wantons 
in his cen. 

His tecth with ſnow-drops may compare, his breath with 


new mown hay; 


He's bonnieft where the _ come, and baith can ſing 
| and lay » . 
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Gang down the burn, my Meg, he cry'd, 


Gang down the burn wi' me, 


I ken'd what he'd be at, and ſaid, I winna gang wi” thee. 


If 5 the wimpling burnie I, 'tth morn to waſh my 
claiths, 
The bonny Id his inte flute tunes o'er che neigh- 
bouring braces; _ 
At e'en, as hame I do return frac milking mither's ky, 
He'll lack my leglen o'er the bent, and lilt face blith- 
ſomely, 
Gang down the od my Meg, he cry'd, 
Gang down the burn wi” me. 
I ken'd what he'd be at, and ſaid, I winna gang wi ' thee. 


If ewes ſhou'd ſtray, he'll hound his dog, and fetch 
them frae the glen ; | 
He'll tent the weathers to the trowe, and bring my 
lambkins ben; 
He'll buy me ribbon knots ſae fine, and prin them to my 
breaſt; 
He'll kiſs ſae ſweet, and ſighing vow, I'm bonnier than 
the reſt. 
Gang down the burn, my Meg, . he ery'd,. 
Gang down the burn wi' me. | 
Hout lad, gang firſt afore the Prieſt, and then I'ſe gang 


wy thee. 
odo 

$ O N G CCXC. | 

TOTTERDOWN HIL I. 


T Totterdown hill there dwelt an old pair, 
And it may be, they dwell there {till ; 
Much riches indeed didn't fall to their ſhare, 
They kept a ſmall farm and a mill: 
But fully content with what they did get, 
* knew not of * 7 of arts. 
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One daughter they had, and her name it was Bet, 
And ſhe was the pride of their hearts. 


Nat-brown were her locks, her ſhape it was ſtraight, 
Her eyes were as black as a ſſoe, 
Milk-white were her teeth, full ſmart was her gait, 
And fleek was her ſkin as a doe: | 
All thick were the clouds, and the rain it did pour, 
No bit of true blue could be ſpy'd, ' 
A child wet and cold came and knock'd at the door, 
Its mamma it had loſt, and it cry'd. 


Young Bet was as mild as a morning in May, 
The babe ſhe hugg'd cloſe to her breaſt, 

She chaf d him all o'er, and he ſmil'd as he lay, 
She kiſs'd him and lulPd him to reft : 

But who do you think ſhe had got for her-prize ? 
Why, Love the fly maſter of arts: . 
No ſooner he wak'd but he drop'd his diſguiſe, 

And ſhew'd her his wings and his darts: 


noth he, I am Love, but oh, be not afraid, 

8 Tho? all I make ſhake at my will, | 
1 So good and fo kind you've been my fair maid, 

= .- No harm ſhall you feel from my ſkill ; 

My mother ne'er dealt with ſuch fondyeſs by me, 
| A friend you ſhall find in me ſtill: 

| Take my quiver and ſhoot, be greater than ſhe, 
The Venus of Totterdown Hill. 


17g O G © ccxct. + 
COLIN AND NE LI. 


INCE they trac'd me aloae with a ſwain to the 
grove, 
Each tongue in the village proclaims I'm in love, 
With a laugh they point at us as paſſing along, 
And Colin and Nell are their jelt and their ſong. 
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Suſpicion long whiſper'd it over the green, 
But ſcandal now tells what ſhe never has ſeen ; 
Wherever we wander yet faſter ſhe flies, 
What we do, or what we ſay, ſhe reflects with her hes. 


How we trip, all by moon light, to love haunted 
bow'rs, 
How we toy and we kiſs at the ſweet gilded hours: 
All this, and yet more, if ſhe will; ſhe may name, 
For we meet without crime, and we pas without ſhame. 


I own that I "RY him, he's ſo to _ mind, 
And waits with impatience till fortune's more kind; 
I ſtill will love on till our fate's to be bleſt, 
And the talk may be louder, it ſhan't break our reſt. 


Let malice her tongue and her eyes all employ, 
And envy do all to embitter our joy; 
The time that is coming ſhall ſoften the paſt, 
And crown the gay nymph with her Colin at laſt. 


Nie d d ele KSL 
S ON G | CCXCII, 
JEM OF ABERDEEN. 


HE tuneful lav'rocks cheer the grove, 
And ſweetly fmells the ſimmer green, 
Now o'er the grove I love to rove, 
WY bonny Jem of Aberdeen. 
' Whene'er we fit beneath the broom, 
Or wander o er the lee, 
eis abvays wooing, wooing, Young, 


Always wooing me. 


He's freſh and fair as flowr's in May, 
The blitheſt lad of a' the green, 
How ſweet the time will paſs away, 
Wi' bonny Jem of Aberdeen. 
Whene'er we ſit, * 9 5 
| 2 
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Wi⸗ joy I leave my father's cot, | 
W? ilka ſport of glen and green, 
Well pleas'd to ſhare the humble lot! 
Of bonny Jem of Aberdeen. 
Whene'er we lits Kc. 


1 


EN Nn d N . NN * NN 
8: o NG CCXCIL. 
BRITANNIA, 
A Song in honour of the gallant Rodney. 
Tune, All fall yield to the Mulberry Tree.” 
» EHOLD from far what glad tidings are brought, 
What glorious exploits in the Indies are wrought; 


The darling of Neptune, of Britain the pride, 
Strikes terror to France, and her ſchemes have annoy'd. 


All ſhall yield to Op maritime ſway, 
Bleſt Britannia homage pay, 

Gallia's proud ſons ſhall trembling own 
The glorious deeds by Britons done. 


Of Ruſſel's atchievements tradition may boaſt, 
And tell, at La Hogue, how his fleet ſwept the coaft ; 
But the conqueſt which Rodney ſo nobly has won, 
All the deeds of the fam'd ninety-two has _ 
All {ball yield, ge.. 


The late glorious war noble conqueſts were — 
And Saunders and Hawke Britiſh Roe diſplay'd, 
They fought and they conquer'd, 18 glory to ſhare, 
But the glory of Rodney is paſt all compare. 

n * W bebe 


The 1 never witneſs'd, till this * year, 
A conteſt ſo laſting, ſo cloſe, and ſevere; 
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The ſtouteſt of veſſels the world e' er beheld, 
To ftrike to the brave Britiſh flag were compell'd. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


Unpitied, her folly ſhall Gallia mourn, 
Her fav'rite is captur'd, her lilies are torn, 
Her hopes are defeated, her ſchemes have dau _ 
Her grand naval city for ever is loſt. $1 


CHORUS. 


All ſhall yield to thy d 
Bleſt Britannia, bend to thee; 
Matchleſs and free thou ſtill ſhalt be, 


And miſtreſs reign of every * | 


8 0 N G ox cv. 


THE RURAL LASS. 


UPID, god of ebon bow, 
Lay thy fatal arrows by, 

Molly Lil with ſurer throw 

By the beamings of her eye. 
Let not then thy. childiſh hate 

Will me to be ſtill unbleſt, 
For her lips decree my fate, 

My tribunal is her breaſt. 


Tidinge that will ſtamp thee curſt, 
Say, the Queen of Love lives here, 

Gentler, fairer than the firſt. 
Then returning, ſmiling ſay, 

Molly, Venus thou ſhalt be, 
1 o'er love and beauty ſway -_ 

But to draw all hearts to od. 


13 


a je 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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s ON G ceœxcv. 
A FAVOURITE SCOTS SONG. 


8 [ was ganging ofer the lee, | 
I chanc'd to look behind, 

And what right glancing ſhould I fee 
But rand” ny} Joe the hind. 

When we had gang'd the braes a while, 
He ſaid to me, my dow, 

May I not ſit upon this ſtile ae 22 
And kiſs your bonny mou”. | 


Kind Sir, ye are a wee mifta'en, 
For I am nane of theſe, - - 
hope ye ſome mair breeding ken 
Than ruffle lafſes? claiths. 
The lad was check'd, and vow'd to ſeek 
Young Jane wi' blythſome brow, © 
She'd ler him claſp about her neck, 
And kiſs her bonny mou”. . 


I ca'd him then proud-hearted ſwain, 
And laith to be ſaid na,, 
A ſonſy thought he ſtarted then, | 
And nam'd the wedding day. 
He's braw and blithe, I lik'd him weel, 
Nor frown upon him now, 
Tho? bolder grown, his vows to ſeal 
He kiſs'd my bonny mou... 


ebenen 
s O N G c. : 


JESSY; OR APRIL DAY. 
Sing of ruckt 


Wits the beeflicsfrombloſſomtobloſſom andfipe 
And my Jeſſy looks buxome and bar, 
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All the — of an April day. , 


The ſhepherd his flock, the ruſtic his plow, 

The farmer with joy his hay, | 

And Jefley, my charmer, when ee her cow, 
Sings the ſweets of an April day. 6 


Like ſnow- drops with innooent Fneetnels arrays, 17:86 
As blithſome and cheerful as May, 3 

My Jeſſy, the pride of all the gay mead, 
Sung the ſweets of an April day. 


Remember, dear Jeſſey, and uſe well your pow'r, 
Your roſe-buds then pluck when you may 

And guiltleſs enjoy all the ſweets of this hour, 2:2 4 
For youth's but an April __ : 


S O N G  CCXCVHL. 
GRAMACHREE MOLLY. 4 Triſh Air. 
A down * Banna's banks I firay'd one ren in 
The little birds, in blithſome wick, made vocal ev 


ſpray: 

They ſung their little tales of love, they ſung them o'er 
and o'er, 

Ah! gramachree, r cholleenouge, ma Molly aſhtore. 


The daiſy py'd, and all the ſweets the dawn of nature 
yields, 
The primroſe pale, and vet blue, lay ſeatter'd ofer the 


fields; 


Such fragrance in the boſom lies of her whom 1 adore, 
Ah! pen Kc. 


J laid me down upon a bank, benallieg my ſad fate, 
That doom'd me thus the fave of Dm ang wy _ 
ly s hate; . L ith do : 


* 
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How can ſhe break the honeſt hear that wears her in is 
core ? | 
"Abi gramechree, &c. 


You ſaid you lov'd me, Molly dear, ah ! why did I be- 
heve ? 5 

Yet, who could think ſuch tender words were meant but 
to deceive ? 


That love was all-I aſk'd on earth, nay, Heaven could 
give no more, 
Ab! gramachree, &c. 


Oh ! had I all the flocks that graze on yonder yellow hill, 
Or low'd for me the num'rous herds that yon green paſ- 
tures fill, 
With her I love I'd gladly ſhare my kine and fleeey ſtore, 
Ah! gramachree, &c. 


Two turtle doves, above my head, ſat courting on a 
bough, 

I envy'd them their happineſs to ſee FER bill and coo ; 

Such fondneſs once for me ſhe ſhew'd, but now, alas ! 
tis o'er, 


| Ah! gramachree, &c. 


3 0 ©0068 ©® We I 
8 0/ N G - CCXCVIIL. 
The ANSWER to GRAMACHREE MOLLY. 


„ 4. — wink that ſoftly blow 
Along the verdant plain, 0 
Go whilder to my Strephon's ear 
1s love's return'd again : 

In ſweeteſt language tell the youth 

His forrows to give o'er; 
Ah gramachree ! my love ſhall be 

As happy as before. 


The daiſy py'd, and all the ſweets 
Of Nature s flow'ry bed, 
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Shall join to make a garland, meet 
For my dear Strephon's head ; 
The primroſe pale, and vi'let blue,, 

I'll add unto the ſtore ; 
Ah gramachree ! and we ſhall Rar” 
As happy as before. 


Full many a ſcene of mourning 
Thy Molly late has known; 
Becauſe my heart its fondneſs kept, 
For thee, my love, alone; 
My parents hid me from thy ſight, 
Abd ſpurn'd thee from their Gor's, 
Ah gramachree ! but now: wel be 
As happy as before. 


I laid me down upon my bed, N 

Bewailing my ſad fate; 

And, like a faithful turtle dove, 

I mourn'd my abſent mate: | 
And, as the ling ring moments paſs' d, 
af told them o'er and o'er ; | | 

h gramachree ! but now 1 be, 

As happy as before. Fa 


You ſaid you loy'd your Molly dear, 
Thy vows I did believe ; 

For well I knew my Strephon's heart 
Would ne'er my faith deceive : 

Thy love was all I wiſh'd on earth, 
For heav'n could give no more 

Ah gramachree'! and now we'll be 
As happy as before. | 


Our flocks together now we'll tend, 
Upon the yellow hill ; J 

And gaze, enraptur'd, on the Feats 
Which yon fair proſpects fill; 

While heav'n upon our mutual joe 
Shall all its bleſſings pour; 

Ah Gramachree! we then ſhall be 
As happy as before. 
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8 O N G _ CCXCIX. 
TRUST NOT MAN, &c. 


Allegreito. 
R Us T not man, for he'll deceive you, 
Treach'ry is his ſole intent; 
Firſt he'll court you, then he'll leave you, 
Poor deluded ! to lament. 


Liſten to a kind adviſer ; 
Men purſue but to perplex : 


Would you happy be, grow wiſer 
And avoid the faithleſs ſex. 


Form'd by nature to undo us 

They eſcape our utmoſt head. 
Ah! how humble while they woo us! 

But how vain if they W ! 


So the bird, whene'er deluded. 
By the artful fowler's ſnare, 
Mourns out life, in cage ſecluded, 
Fair ones, while you're young, beware 


--.- — re 
1 
WHILE MILKING MY COW, . 


W HILE milking my cow in a fine colour'd paile, 
Young Damon came to me and told a ſweet tale ! 
Such flattering words he ſo artfully us d, 

That reaſon inform'd me that truth was abus'd. 

Such flattering words he ſo artfully us'd, 

That reaſon inform'd me that truth was abus'd. 


Yet praiſes are pleaſing to moſt of 2 ** 
And I was attentive to hear him declare, 
The milk in my pail, and the ev'ning's rich ſkies, 
Were emblems but faint of my neck, cheeks, and eyes. 


; 
- 
* 
b 
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Such aſtoniſhing ſimiles made me amaz d, 
But wonder abſconded when on him I gaz d. 


The beauties he ſpoke of in him you will find, 
And thoſe are but trifles, compar'd to his mind. 
With ſoothing intreaties he won my fond heart; 
Three Sundays expir'd, and he vow'd ne'er to part: 
We taſte every pleaſure that nature affords, 
And live quite as happy as Kings, Dukes, or Lords. 


nner EE 
s O N G CCCI. | 
MY SWEET PRETTY MOG. 
Sung in the Regiſter Office. 
Y ſweet pretty Mog, you're as ſoft as a bog, 
And as wild as a kitten, as wild as a kitten; 


Thoſe eyes in your face, (O pity my caſe !) 
Poor Paddy have ſmitten, poor Paddy have ſmitten. 


Far ſofter than filk, and as fair as new milk, 
Your lily white hand is, your lily white hand is; 
Your ſhape's like a pail, from your head to your tail, 
You're ſtraight as a wand is, you're ſtraight as a wand is. 


Your lips red as cherries, and your curling hair, is 
As black as the devil, as black as the devil ; 

Your breath is as ſweet too as any potatoe, £ 
Or orange from Seville, or orange from Seville. 


When dreſs'd in your boddice, you trip like a goddeſs, 
So nimble, ſo friſky, ſo nimble, ſo friſky ; 

A kiſs on your cheek (*tis ſo ſoft and ſo ſleek) 4 
Would warm me like whiſky, would warmmehkewhiſky. 


I grunt, and I pine, and I ſob like a ſwine, - 
becauſe you're ſo cruel, becauſe you're ſo cruel ; 
No reſt I can take, and, afleep or awake, 
I dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel. 


. A COLLECTION 
"Your hate, then, give over, nor Paddy your lover 
So cruelly handle, fo cruelly handle; ; ? 


Or Paddy muſt die, like a pig in a ſty, 
Or ſnuff of a candle, or ſnuff of a candle. 


—— ̃ ( Rt — — 
$ ON G CeœclI. 
WHEN SUMMER COMES, &c. 


HEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed, 
Sing their ſucceſsful loves 
Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 
And muſic fills the groves : | 
But my lov'd ſong is then the broom, 
So fair on Coudenknows. 
For, ſure, ſo ſoft, ſo ſweet a bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows. 
O the broom, the bonny, bonny broom, 
The broom on Coudenknows, -- 
For, ſure, ſo ſoft, ſo ſweet a bloom, 
Elſewhere there never 5 0 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And' won my yi heart ; 

No ſhepherd e'er that dwelt on Tweed, | 
Could play with half ſuch art. 

He ſang Fe Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 
The hills and dales all round, 

Of Leader's haughs and Leader's ſide, 
O how I bleſs'd the ſound! 

O the broom, '&c. 


Not Tiviot's braes, ſo green a 1d gay, 
May with this broom compare; 
Not Varrow's banks in flow'ry May, 
Nor the buſh aboon Traquair: 
More pleaſing far are Coudenknows, 
My — happy home, 
Where I was wont to milk my ewes 
At eve among the broom. O the broom, Ke. 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 
s ON G ccan. 
Tune, In Infancy, &c. 
Written at the requeſt of @ Lady. 


* you can tell, ye muſes, ſay, 

Where dwells the lovely maid 

That bloſſom'd in the pride of May 
Near yonder myrtle ſhade ? 

Direct me where the fair to find, 
Ye bright celeſtial powers! 

Oh bring me where, with peace reſign'd, 
She blooms amid the flowers, 


In vain I ſearch the groves around, 
And every ſylyan ſcene ; 

Among the woods ſhe is not found, 
Nor wanders o'er the green. 

O come then, fair one, to my breaſt, 
And every pain remove 3 - | 

Within theſe arms be even bleſt 
With ee d Top. 
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A FAVOURITE $CoTs SONG. 1 


. firſt the eaſt begins to dawn, 
And nature's beauties riſe, 
The lark reſumes her matttas {weet, 
And ſeeks the yielding ſkies ? 
The roſy light that glads her muſe, 
Dear to her breaſt mult be; 
But not ſo dear, my ſhepherd knows, 
As Damon 1s to me. 


.In yonder tree two turtles bill, 
Whoſe ſweet alternate notes, 
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In pretty ſongs of love prolong 
The muſic in their throats : 

Dear to the lover's flatt'ring breaſt 
The fair one's note mult be ; 

But not ſo dear, the thouſandth part, 


As Damon 1s to me. 


A mourning bird, in plaintive mood, 
Robb'd of her callow young, 

In yonder grove obſerv'd her neſt, 
And ſtill her woes ſhe ſung : 

No feather'd warbler of the wood 
More ſorrowful cou'd be, 

But I far greater woes mult ſhare 
Were Damon torn from me. 


— 


— . 


S ON G cccv. 
SUMMER. 
1 


HEN the trees all their beautiful verdure renew, 
And the meadows look charmingly gay, 
When ſmiling creation looks blooming to view, 


Replete with the beauties of May ; 


When the light-hearted ſhepherd chants muſical ſtrains, 
As he pipes to his flocks on the hill, 

And the lambkins delighted ſkip blyth o'er the plains, 
Or friſk by the murmuring rill ; | 


When the cows round the country a gadding repair, 
Or beneath the cool ſhade ſhun the heat ; 

When the crimſon- cheek'd milk-maid does kindly prepare 
For her ſweet-heart a ſyllabub treat; 


When the country girls wantonly ſport in the deep, 
So cautious that all muſt be huſh, 
Yet oft the fly ruſtic procures a full peep, * 
From the ſide of ſome hillock or buſh : 
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At eve when the lads and the lafſes do meet 


In a circle to dance on the green, 
With native ſimplicity, void of deceit, 
And modeſty ſtamp'd on their mein; 


When the birds ſeem'd inſpir'd by the ſmiling ſerene, 
In muſical melody vie; 

And the hares *midſt the corn fields fafely remain, 
Or ſecure in the green meadows lie: 


In a ſnug rural cottage ſurrounded with trees, 
Where murmuring rivulets glide, 

My attendants be, plenty, contentment and eaſe, 
In ſolitude let me reſide. | 


OS Ot 0 ot 2008 WOT I Wat Ai "WeE" 
SONG  CCCVL F 
SEE YOUR COUNTRY RIGHTED. 


OME ye lads who wiſh to ſhine 
| Bright in future ſtory, 
Haſte to arms, and form the line 
That leads to martial glory, . * 
Charge the muſquet, point the lance, 
Brave the worſt of dangers, 
Tell the bluſtering ſons of France, 
That we to fear are ſtrangers. 


Britain, when the lion's rous'd, 
And her flag is rearing, 
Always finds her ſons diſpos'd 
To drub the foe that's daring. 
Charge the muſquet, &c. 


Hearts of oak with ſpeed advance, 


Pour your naval thunder 
On the trembling ſhores of France, 
And ſtrike the world with wonder. 
Charge the * Ke. f 
2 
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Honour for the brave to ſhare, 
Is the nobleſt booty; 
Guard your coaſts, protect the fair, 
For that's a Briton's duty. 
Charge the muſquet, &c. 


What if Spain to take their parts, 
Form a baſe alliance, 
All unite, and Engliſh hearts 
May bid the world defiance. 
Charge the muſquet, &c. 


Beat the drum, the trumpet ſound, 
Manly and united ; 0 
Danger face, maintain your ground, 


And ſee your country righted. 
Charge the muſquet, &c. 3 


SA IT IT CO IO Ei 
s O NG cccvi. 
YOUNG JAMIE. 


» LITHEST lads and laſſes Ss; | 
Hear what my ſong diſcloſes ; 


2 8 As I one morning ſleeping lay 


Upon a bank of roſes, 
Young Jamie whiſking o'er the mead, 
By good luck chanc'd to ſpy me; 
He touch'd his bonnet off his head, 
And ſoftly fat down by me: 


Jamie, tho? I right meikle priz'd, 
Yet now L wadna ken him, 
But with a frown my face diſguis'd, 
And ſtrove away to ſend him. 
But fondly he ſtill nearer preſt, 
And by my fide down lying, 
His beating heart did thump ſo faſt, 
I thought the lad was dying. 
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But ſtill reſolving to deny, 
And angry paſſions feigning, 
I often roughly ſhot him by, 
With words full of diſdaining. 
Poor Jamie baulk'd, no favour wins, 
Went off much diſcontented, 
But I in truth for all my ſins 
Ne'er half fo much repented. 


KEIKO HOOK 
S O N G CCCVIIL 
THE PARSON. 


Parſon who had a remarkable foible, 

k Of minding the Bottle, much more than the Bible, 
Was deem'd by his neighbours to be leſs perplex'd | 
In handling a tankard than handling a text. 

Derry down, &c. 


Perch'd up in his pulpit, one Sunday, he cry'd, 
Make patience my dearly beloved, your guide; 
And in your diſtreſſes, your troubles and crofles, 
Remember the patience of Job in his loſſes.” 

Derry down, &c. 


'The Parſon had got a ſtout caſk of ſtrong beer, 

By way of a preſent—no matter from where | 

Suffice it to know, 1t was toothſome and good, 

And he lov'd it as well as he did his own blood. 
Derry down, &c. 


While he the church-ſervice in haſte rambl'd o'er, 
The hogs found a way thro? his old cellar-door, 
And by the ftrong ſcent to his beer- barrel led, 
Had knock'd out the ſpigot, or cock, from its head. 
Derry down, &c. 


Out ſpouted the liquor abroad on the ground, 
The unbidden gueſts quaff'd it merrily round ; 
Z 3 
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Nor from their diverſion and merriment ceas'd, 
Till ev'ry hog there was as drunk as a beaſt. 


# 


75 D down, &c. 


And now the grave lecture and pray'rs at an end, 
He brings along with him a neighbouring friend, 
To be a partaker of Sunday's good cheer, 

And taſte his delightful October brew'd beer. 


Derry down, &c. 


The dinner was ready, the things were laid ſnug, 
Here, wife, ſays the Parſon, go fetch up a mug ; 
But a mug of what, he had ſcarce time to tell her, 
W hen, yonder, ſaid ſhe, are the hogs in te cellar ! 

Derry down, &c.. 


To be ſure they” ve got in when we were at pray'rs; 
To be ſure you're a fool, ſaid he, get you down ſtairs, 
And bring what I bid you, or ſee what's the matter, 
For now I myſelf hear a grunting and clatter. 

Derry down, && > *: | 


She went; and returning, with ſorrowful face, 

In ſuitable phraſes related the caſe: 

He rav'd like a madman about in the room, 

And then beat his wife and the hogs with the broom :- 
Derry down, &c. 


Lord! huſband, ſaid ſhe, what a coil you keep here, 


About a poor beggarly barrel of beer; 
You ſhould © in your troubles, miſchances and croſſes, | 


Remember the patience of Job in his loſles,” 
Derry GAs &c. 


A px upon Job! cry'd the Prieſt in a rage, 
That beer, I dare ſay, was near ten years of age. 
But you're a poor ignorant jade, like his wife, 
For Job never had ſuch a caſk in his life, 

Derry down, &c. 


Now, neighbour, while at the poor vicar you grin, 
Yaur caſe, let me tell you's not better a Pin; 3, 
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With goodneſs and wiſdom your theory back'd i is, 
But you're, ten to one, knave and fool in your practice. 
Derry down, &c. 


Whoever you are, I'll be ſworn you're no ſaint: 
Would youmend— then yourſelf with yourfailingsacquaint; 
Theſe conquer, and then give advice, if you chuſe, 

For who'd give you thanks for a thing you can't uſe. 
Derry down, &c. 


GILAGSISISISaISIEa a aARIGSIAOLALS 
di>hdhdhbhdhhdnb dd MAKE bd hdhd 


8 ON G Coe 
LIGHT OF TRENT 


H E N fairies dance late in the grove, 
And revel in night's awful doom, 
Say, will you meet me ſweet love 


Alone by the light of the moon. 


But ſay, will you never deceive | 
The laſs you have conquer'd ſo ſoon, 
Nor leave poor Flavilla to grieve- 


Alone by the light of the moon; 


That planet ſhall ſtart from its ſphere 
Or I prove ſo faithleſs a loon ; 
Dear laſſie, I'll baniſh thy fears, 

Il ſwear by the light of the moon. 


Sweet, ſweet is the jeſſamine grove, 
And ſweet is the roſes in June; 
But ſweeter the language of love 


Breath'd forth by the light of the modi. 


Slow rolls the channels of day 

Unwilling to grant me my boon ;-- $: 
Away, deareſt ſunſhine; away, | 

Give place to the light of the moon. 


* 
"% 
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The nightingale warbles her lay, | 
Enlivens the gloom with her ſong, 

And glad at the abſence of day, 
Invites the pale light of the moon. 


s O N G _ CCCX. 


THE OYSTER GIRL. 


6 & HERE was a clever comely girl, 
Juſt come to town from Glo'ſter, 
And ti did get her livelihood 
- By crying Milton oyſters. 
And ſhe did get her livelihood, w_ 


She carried a baſket under her arm, 
In the genteeleſt poſture, 

And ev'ry day and ev'ry night 
Cry'd, Buy my Milton oyſters. 


It happened on a certain day, 
As going thro? the cloyſters, 

She met a Lord ſo fine and gay 

Would buy her Milton oyſters. 


He ſaid, youg damſel go with me, 
Indeed m no impoſtor, 

But ſhe kept crying in his ear, 
Come buy my Milton oyſters. 


At length ſhe reſoly'd with him to go, 
Whatever it might coſt her, 

And be no more oblig'd to cry, 
Come buy my Milton oyſters. 


And now ſhe 1s a lady gay, 
For Billingſgate has loſt her, 
She goes to Maſquerade and play, 
No more cries Milton oyſters. 
She goes to ä &e. 


| F 
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N 
TWINE WEEL THE PLAID EN. 
A Favourite Scots Song. 


I ha'e loſt my ſilken ſnood, 
That tied my hair ſae yellow; 
I've gi'en my heart to a lad I loo'd, 
He was a nt fellow. 
And twine it weel, my bonny dow, 
And twine it weel the plaiden 
The laſſie loſt her ſilken ſnood, 
In pwing of the bracken. 


He prais'd my een, ſae bonny blue, 
Sae lily white my ſkin, O; 
And ſyne he pried my bonny mou', 
And ſwore it was nae ſin, O. 
And twine it weel, &c. 


But he has left the laſs he loo'd, 
His ain true love forſaken, 

Which gars me fair to greet the ſnood 
J loſt among the bracken. 


And twine it weel, &c. 
* ο f 
S ON G CCCXII. 
INAIRY DREAMS. 


1 airy dreams ſoft fancy flies, 
My abſent love to fee ; 

And with the early dawn I rife, 
Dear youth, to think on thee. 


How ſwiftly flew the roſy hours, 
While love and hope were new; 

Sweet as the breath of op'ning flow'rs, 
But ah! as tranſient too. 


2 | 
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s O N CCCXUuL 
THE PARTING LOVERS. 


INCE glory calls, I muſt away, 
Dear Nancy, why theſe tears ? 
Thy William's duty is to ſway 
His ſword, and ſcorn all fears. 


With gallant Rodney on the main, 


We'll dare each hoſtile foe ; 
And firmly brave the worſt of pain, 
Nor fear no fatal blow. 


What if a ball ſhould end my cares, 
Let not my love repine; 5 


Believe the heart which ſcorn'd all fears, 
Till death was only thine. 


eee 
8 O N ccexrv. 
CANTATA BY MA. WEISCHELL. 


- 


 RegciTrarive. 

OUNG Damon long had lov'd, and long had woo'd, 
The nymph he lov'd, lov'd him, but was a prude; 
At length, reſolv'd no longer to endure 
Thoſe cruel frowns, thoſe frowns that work'd his cure; 
He left the maid, and fought a kinder fair: 

Now Daphne mourns her folly in deſpair. 
Ye nymphs, be warn'd, and make your lovers fure ; 
The heart your ſmiles can wound, your frowns will cure. 


Alx. 
Nymphs be kind, and you ſhall find 
Vour graces will improve; 
Gentle ſmiles, ſoft pleaſing wiles, 
Are all the arms of love ! 
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Scorn to teaze the heart you've won, 
92 take the favour'd ſwain; 
Nor trown on thoſe by love undone, 
When ſmiles might ſooth their pain. Da Capo. 


* , EI CEL TO EL EE EETESDY 
S O N G cccxv. | 


LOVE'S THE TYRANT OF THE HEART. 


A favourite Cantata. Rn 


OVE'S the tyrant of the heart, 
Full of Miſchief, full of woe, 
All his joys are full of ſmart, 
Thorns beneath his roſes grow. 


| | ReciTATIVE. 
Thus ſung a poor forſaken maid, 
By folly, not by love betray'd ; 


Ye fair, while virtue Reels your breaſt, 
Fond love can ne'er diſturb your reſt. 


Ain: 
How ſweet is love, when virtue's guide, 
How tranquil 1s the mind, 


As ſmooth as ſummer's peaceful tide, 
As grateful and as kind. 


The morning breaks ſerenely clear, 
To welcome in the day, 

The ev'ning comes without a fear, 
And love our toils repay. 


r ce er ee Le es es Les 


8: NN © © COON. 


WOMEN AS ARTFUL AS MEN. 


Y pride is to hold all mankind in my chain, 
The conqueſt I prize, tho? the ſlaves I diſdain. 


add 4 — en af 
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I'll teaze them and vex them, 

I'll plague and perplex them, 
Since men try all arts our weak ſex to betray, 
PII ſhow them a woman as artful as they. 


Young Damon purſu'd me, and Strephon, vain youth, 
They meant to deceive, yet they boaſted of truth ; 
They kneel'd and they trembl'd, 
1 mild and diſſembl'd; 
I faw all their arts were but meant to betray, 
And prov'd there were women as artful as they. 


Then hear me, ye nymphs, and my counſel believe, 
Reſiſt all their wiles, the deceivers deceive; 

Their chanting and whining, 

Their ſighing and pining, 
Are all meant as baits our weak ſex to betray ; 
Then prove there are women as artful as they. 


. 
s O N G CCCxvIL. 


NOTHING LIKE GRO G. 
A favourite Sea Song. 


PLAGUE of thoſe muſty old lubbers, 
Who tell us to faſt and to think, 
And patient fall in with life's rubbers, 
With nothing but water to drink: 
A cann of good ſtuff had they twigg'd it, 
Would have ſet them for pleaſure a-gog. 
And ſpite of the rules, 
And ſpite of the rules of the ſchools, 
The old fools would have all of them ſwigg'd it, 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


My father, when laſt I from Guinea 


Return'd with abundance of wealth, 
Cry'd—Jack, never be ſuch a ninny 
To drink—Says Ether, your health. 
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So I paſs'd round the ſtuff—ſoon he tuigg d it, 
And it ſet the old codger a- gog, | 
And he fwigg'd, and mother, 
And ſiſter, and brother, 
And I ſwigg'd, and all of us ſwigg'd it, 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


One day, when the C — oi was provoking; 
Behind him I cur: 
And, while he our —＋. was teaching, 
As how we ſhould never get drunk, 
I tipt him the ſtuff, and he twigg'd it, 
Which ſoon ſet his rev'rence a-gog. 
And he ſwigg'd, and Nick ſwigg'd, 
And Ben ſwigg'd, and Dick fwigg' d, 
And I ſwigg'd, — all of us fwigg'd it, 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


Then truſt me there's nothing as drinking, 
So pleaſant on this fide the grave; 
It keeps the unhappy from thinking, 
And makes e'en more valiant the brave. 
For me, from the moment I twigg'd it, 
The good ſtuff has fo ſet me a-gog, 
Sick or well, late or early, 
Wind foully or fairly, 
I've conſtantly ſwigg'd it, 
And dam'me there's nothing like grog. 


477474441444 41d/4 7444444444474 


Ss O N G. CCCXVIII. 


POOR JACK. 


O patter to lubbers and ſwabs, d'ye ſee, 
Bout danger, and fear, and the like; 

A water-tight boat, and good ſea-room give me, 

And it a'ent to a little Pll firike : (ſmite, 
Tho? the tempeſt top- gallant · maſts ſmack fmooth ſhould 

And ſhiver each ſplinter of wood, 
Clearthewreck, dow be yards, and howſe ev'ry thiogtight, 

And, under TeePd foreſail, we'll ſcud : 

A a 
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Can't you 
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Avaſt—nor don't think me a milk-ſop ſo ſoft, 
To be taken for trifles a--back, 

For they ſay there's a Providence fits up aloſt, 
To keep watch—for the life of Poor Jack. 


Why I heard the good Chaplain palaver one day 
About ſouls, heaven, mercy, and ſuch ; 

And, my tinibers—what lingo !—he'd coil and belay, 
Why *twas juſt all one as High Dutch. 

But he ſaid how a ſparrow can't founder, FD ye ſee, 
Without orders that comes down below, 

And many fine things, that prov'd clearly to me, 
That Providence takes us in tow. 

For, ſays he, do you mind me, let ſtorms e'er ſo oft 
Take the top- ſails of ſailors a-back, _ 

There's a ſweet little Cherub fits perch'd up aloft, 
To keep watch for the life of Poor Jack. 


I ſaid to our Poll, for you ſee ſhe would cry, 
When laſt we weighed anchor for ſea, 

What argufies ſniv'ling and piping your eye? 

Why what a damn'd fool you muſt be! 

the world's wide and there's room for us all, 
Both for ſeamen and lubbers aſhore ; 

And if to old Davy I ſhould go my dear Poll, 
Why you never will hear of me more. 


| What then ?—all's a hazard, come don't be ſo ſoft, 


Perhaps I may laughing come back, 


For, d' ye ſee, there's a Cherub fits ſmiling aloft, 


'To keep watch for the life of Poor Jack. 


D'ye mind me, a ſailor ſhould be every inch 
All one as a piece of his ſhip, 

And with her brave the world, without offering to flinch, 
From the moment the anchor s a- trip: 


As for me, in all weathers, all times, ſides, and ends, 


Nought's a trouble from duty that ſprings, 
My heart is my Poll's, and my rhino my friend's, 
And as for my life *tis the King 8. 
E' en when my time comes, ne'er believe me ſo ſoft, 
As with grief to be taken a-back, 
That ſame little Cherub that fits up aloft, _ 

Will look out—a good birth for Poor Jack. 
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CATCHES any GLEES. 


CATCH. 
EVERY MAN IN EIS HUMOUR. 


I Love buſtle, crouds, and rattle, 

Sound of trumpets, coaches, battle 
I hate noiſe, roar, and riot; 
Storms and tempeſts break my quiet. 
Snug, yet active, be my ſtation: 
I'm in love with moderation. 


BA HO u t d NN f er 
EAT H. For three Faices. 


INCE my Phillis has fallen to my ſhare, + 
In a he to PI drink, I'll drink to the fair; 
And the man here who envies nie moſt, ; 
Let him bid me ſay more, ſay more, ſay more, to the toaſt. 
For a larger I'll ſoon, ſoon change my cup: 
To the brim full, to the brim full, fill the conſtable, 
To the brim fill the conſtable, 
To the brim fill the conſtable up. 


+$$$$$$$$+$++$5$4+ +044 
CA T-C H. For four Voices. 
INTRODUCTION OF THE BOW L., 


8* E my boys, the fuming bowl, 
Let Jolly bumpers take their round, 
Rapture ſeize on every ſoul, 
Till loud each chearful voice reſound, 
Power and wealth, beauty, health, 1 
Wit and mirth in wine are crown'd, 
Joys abound, pleaſure's found, 
ts when the ou goes round. 
a 2 
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vor * on a time to Tom, III PR ay FEY 
I've a mind we ſhould fuddle our noſes with claret ; 
Says Tom, it will do yow more harm than you think, 
Fie 6n you, ſays Jack, who can live without drink ? 
I'll ne'er baulk my wine, here's to thy diſpoſe. 
Tom pretends not to drink, pray look at his noſe. 


* NN MN * * . .. A 
CATCH. FOR THE TIMES. 


HE French are come, and Spaniards too; 
You lie, you lie, you lie; 


Whene'er they come, the joke they'll rue 
Much more than you or I. 6 


The foe is gone to come again; 
You lie, you lie, you lie; 
To-morrow brings us news from * 


Believe it you Not J. 


So ring the changes round and romed; 
You lie, you lie, you lie; 
No truth on land or ſea is found, 
You ſwear it—ſo do IJ. Ty 
SEE SESESS CESSES a 
CATCH. For three Voices. 


OME, gin and companions, let's take a full glaſs, 
| And each drink a health to his favourite laſs, 
And each drink a health,. 
And each drink a health, 
And each drink a health to his favourite laſs 
And each drink a health, &c. 1 


With wine and with love let the vine! be erown'd, 
Let no eavy or difcord among us be found, 
With hearts free from trouble we chearfully ſing, 
Huzza for our country! huzza for our Ning! 
Huzza for our country, &c. 
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CATCH. For three Voices. 


HF ſhe not care enough, care enough, care enough, 
Had ſhe not care enough of the old man ? 448 
She wed him, ſhe fed him, and to the bed ſhe led him, 
For ſeven long winters fhe helped him on; 

But oh! how ſhe nigl'd him, nigl'd him, nigl'd him! 
Oh! how ſhe nigPd him all the night long. 


cc ES 
CATCH. 


HEN next ſhall we meet, to be merry and gay? 
With love, wine, and muſic we've made out the day; 
Adjourn then, adjourn, for to-morrow's decreed 
A new day for pleaſure; ſay, are we agreed? 
No, no, I'll not ſtir from a cann of ſuch cheer, | 
Come, come when you will, you ſhall find I am here. 


KSKSHSRSHSKSKSEUSKSHSK 
CAT C H. For three Voices. | | 


1 O W merrily looks the man that hath gold? 
He ſeemeth but twenty, tho” threeſcore years old. 
How nimble the bee that flieth about, | 
And gathereth honey within and without! 

But men without money, 

And bees without honey, 
Are nothing better than drones, 


Mon Wome fn Mm oe We Wm Wn rn Mn 
C ATC For three Voices. - | 
P HILLIS, my faireſt, how can you deny me? 


So e ee a lover — never came nigh thee; 
Conſtant in love, ever faithful in duty, a 
Bewitch'd by thy charms, and enflav'd by thy 122857 2 7 
Nay, ſuch is thy power, I vow and declare, | 
That I'm rais'd up to heav'n, or plupg'd down to Te al 
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CATCH. For three Voices. 
HE N firſt I ſaw thee graceful move, 
Ah me ! what meant my throbbing; breaſt? 


Say, ſoft confuſion, art thou love? 
If love thou art, then-farewel-reſt. 


With gentle ſmiles aſſuage the pain 
Theſe gentle ſmiles did firit create; 
And. tho” you cannot love again, 


Im pity,” ah! forbear to hate! 


4 * 4 e $$ „. ( 44. 


CAT C H. For three Voices. 


1H E TOAST. MWritten by Mr Cunningbam. 


I'VE the toaſt, my good 8 be jovial and gay, 
Andletthe-brilb moments paſs*jocund' away 
Here'sthe King - talte yourbumpers, mybrave Britiſh ſouls, 


Who guards your freedom ſhould crown your full bowls, 


Let him live—long and happy—ſee Lewis brought down, 
And taſte all the comforts—no cares of a crown, 


' 
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N TC Þk 
Wu. Hlck, which is the road to a plabe of good cheer? 


For hunger and thirſt want a houfe that is near. 
To the right, then the left, tis as ſtraight as a line; 


Then this fide, then that fide, Iook ſharp for the fign! 


When you come to the guide-poſt, you'll ſee the greenman,, 
To dinner, to dinner, as faſt as you can! 


LN NN NN a- AVA 


e. 


ARO N "Re propos'd to Moſes, 
Come let us füddle, fuddle our noſes: 


Moſes reply'd again to Aaron, 


Twill do us more harm than you're aware on; 
Wine has a celeſtial charm in't, 

Therefore there can be no harm in't. 

If you would be Aaron's brother, 

Then whip up this bottle, and call for another. 
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GL EE. For two Foie. 


MIDST —— walk, 
Love and myſelf thus enter talk; 


Tell me, ſaid I in deep diſtreſs, 
Where I may find my ſhepherdeſe. 


G LE E. For three Voices. 


| F you truſt before you try 
You may repent before you die, 


You nay repent. before. you die. 


eee eee emen 
6 LEE. | 
THE SHEEP SHEARING- FEAST. 


O ſheep-ſhear my boys! pipe and tabour ſtrike ups 
Let's not loſe a moment, but put round the cup 


Our wool is all hous'd, and our toil now is o'er, 
Our barn 1s well ſtock d, and we'll dance on the floor. - 


Come, neighbours! with hearts and with voices in tune, 
No times like our feſtival ſheep-ſhear in June; 

For only with day: light our frolic ſhall ceaſe: 
Here's liquor and mirth! and ſueceſs to the fleece 


7 
GLE E. Fer three Voiccr. 


RM, arm, the generous Britons cry, Z 


Let us live, or let us die; 24s 
Trumpets ſounding, banners lying, 5 5 
Braving tyrants, chains defying. & LDL 
Arm, arm, the generous Britons ery, „ 
Let us live free, or let us die. 


Liberty! Liberty! Liberty! Liberty : 


— 
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Wa E RE the murmuring river flows, 
Where the trembling willows play, 
We enjoy a cool repoſe, 

From the buſy glare of day: 
Summer's heat diſturbs the breaſt, 

Every paſſion ſhould be ſtill, 
Every thought is lull'd to reſt 

By the ſweetly tinkling rill. 


* S S 
G LE E. For four Voices. 


OM E, my boys, let's jovial be, 
While we all are full of glee, 

To be fad it is a fin, e 
And old Care, well baniſh him : 8 | 
But Anacreon, the ſage, 
Shall rule us this preſent age. 
Come, then, let us in chorus join | 
To Bacchus, god of mirth and wine. 


ae CCA CEO ACE 


G LE E. For TS Poues. 


7 HE wiſe men were but ſeven, 
Ne'er more ſhall be for me; 
The muſes were but nine; 
The worthies three times three: 
And three merry boys, and three merry boys, 
And three _— boys are we. | 


The virtues they were ſeven, 
And three the greater: be ; 
The Cæſar's they were twelve, 
And the fatal ſiſters three; 
And three merry girls, and three merry girls Y 
And three merry 7 i are we. | 


* 
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'TOASTS. aw SENTIMENT'S. 


M. every civil analen among men. be founded 
on utility. 
May he who wants 5 friendſhip Ale want Pana 
May we draw upon content for the deficiencies « 
fortune. 
May we never ſpeak to offend, ue ub es betrays 
Mew we learn to be frugal before we are obliged to be fo. 
4 the feeling heart poſſeſs the fortune derer the N N | 
abuſes. | ; 
. be mftuenced: only by juſdice. 
May authority be amiable without 'debaſing its gen 
May the deſires of our heart be een 1 r n 3 
: fires be gratified. | 
Love in a cottage, and envy to none. | 
The circle of our female acquaintance. 
May virtue be our armour when wickedneſs is our > 
ſailant. 
May we fly from the temptations which we cannot refit, 
May virtue always prove victorious. | 
To the honeſt fellow that loves his bottle at night and 
his buſineſs in the morning. | 
May we be happy when e and eheurſul ehen in 
company. 
Ferpetual diſappointments to tke enemies of their coun- 
try. 
May we never get- into a bad eauſe, and neyer wy Hows 
a good one. : 
May we never deſire what we cannot Ort 
May we forget when we forgive an injury. 
The ſweets of ſenſibility without the bitters. 
Every thing of fortune but her inſtability. 
May our diſtinguiſhing mark be merit rather than money. 
The man who dares be hotfelt in the worſt of times. 
May fortune be always attendant on virtue. I, 
May genius and merit never want a ffiend. 
May the evening's diverſion bear the — Aion.” 
May we never want a friend and a bottle to give him. 
| Riches without pride, or poverty without meanneſs. 
May hope be the n when is the diſeaſe. 


— ts gs oy On ts. — — U— — 
* 
* * 


Senſe to win a heart, and merit 


Conſtancy in love, and ſincerity in Rn 


\ ada, 3.46 _ — 
* * * 
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Riches to the generous, and powe 0 he T ic 


May providence unite the — love... = 


May the honeſt heart never feel diſtreſs. . | 


Succeſs to our hopes, and enjoyment to our wiſhe s. 
Delicate pleaſure to ſuſceptible minds. WET 2. 3K 
Health, joy, and mutual love. N L 


Friendſhip without intereſt, and love without deceit. 
May no coward . nn hs. chat, nor a hypocrite a 
black one. 
May the armies of Great . always be ſucceſsful in 
a good cauſe, and never be employed in a bad one. 
To the true patriot © who dies with pleaſure for his 
country's good.“ 


Perdition to the man that owes his greatacſs to his coun- 


* 


's ruin. 
Vigour and unanimity to the friends of the conſtitution. 
May the people of Britain always oppoſe a bad mini- 
ſtry, and give vigour to a good one. 


May the King form a government of unanimity, and 


from that baſis ſhake the world around. 
The hearts that ſympathy unite, may Hymen j * 
May we form good wiſhes, and enjoy them all. 


f Plenty of pleaſure, and the pleaſures of plenty. 


May real merit be rewarded in the arms of virtue. 


Sueceſs to our hopes, and diſappointment to our fears. 


May the wretched this moment be happy the next. 

May the joys of imagination be realized. NN 

Our friends and favourites and our Favourke kene 

May Pallas“ ſnield protect whom Mars crowns. . . | 

May the laurels wither on the warrior's brow when he 
betrays innocence. | | 

Sincerity in friendſhip, and conſtancy in loye. __ 

A. conſtant ſupply to the purſe of the chearful giver. 


Beauty without affectation, and virtue without parade. 


Sincerity before marriage, and fidelity afterwards. 
May our joys multiply, and our cares decreaſe. * 
Every honeſt man his right, and every rogue a da 
May hemp bind him whom honour can't. 
A head to earn, and a heart to ſpend. 


Chearfulneſs, content, and competen er.. 


TOASTS, SENTIMENTS, Ke. 287 


1 Nlay the brow of the brave never want a wreath of laurel. 
5 g Health in freedom, and content in bondage. 
May the friends of good- humour never have the vapours. 
I The heart that feels, and the hand that gives. 
* Proviſion to the unprovided. 
Wit without bitterneſs, and mirth ew: noiſe | | 
Judgement in the choice, and moderation i in our e 
ments. 
Inclination to confer, and gratitude to remember favours. 
] ny we be as unwilling to give as to receive an injury! 
The four H's Happy are we met, Fe IA 
Happy have we been, A 
Happy may we part, and %: 7 
Happy meet again. eig 
PE”, ——— — — —— — — — 


The EDINBURGH BUCK: 4 Epilogue. Written yo 
R. Fexovs80N, and ſpoken by Mr. Wi Milſon, in the 
Mears. Renal 


E who oft finiſh care in Lethe's chan: 
Who love to ſwear, and roar, and—feep it TY 
f Lan to a brother's voice, whoſe ſole delight 
7 * | 's Jleep all day, and riot all the night. 49 15 


Laſt night, when potent draughts of mellow v wine 
Did ſober reaſon. into wit refine : 
When luſty Bacchus had contriv'd to drain 
The ſullen vapours from our ſhallow brain, 
We fally'd forth, (for valour's dazzling ſun 
Up to his bright meridĩan had run:) © 
And, like renowned Quixote and his Squire, 
Spoils and adventures were our ſale deſire. 


Firſt v we approach'd a "A 8 ſober dame, 
Preceded by a lanthorn's pallid flame, Aug 
Borne by a livery'd puppy ſervile hand, 

The ſlave obſequious of her tern combat; © | 


6 Curſe on thoſe cits, ſaid 1 * ho dare dilgrace | 

« Our ftreets at midnight with a ſober face; '- 15 7 
t Let never tallow-chandler givg them light, | 2 
* To guide them thro —_ 


* 
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Our cauſe is ſlighter thaa a dame's Bees,” 


For all theſe * 22 ge . 


3 ſnatoh d, and, dem'me! 1 
Made the frail lanthorn on the pavement lie. 

The guard, Rill watchful of the liege harm, 

Wick f flow-pac'd motion ſtalkꝰd at the alarm. 


„Guard, ſeize the rogues!“ —the angry madam cry'd, 
Anil allthe n wc 2 FOgue—r Pq A 


** n | 


* 
* 


Ao in a war there” 8 nothing. judg' fo right, 
As a concerted and prudential light 
So we, "from 8 ſcandal to 8 7. freed, 


. FED the field, and burial of their deal. | 
LS 
Next we approactt\d the bounds of George's ſquare ; 


Bleſt place! No watch, no conſtables come there. 

Now had they borrow'd 1A * Exy68. who ſaw us, 
* was made dark and deſolate as chaos: B 
Lamps tumbl'd after lamps, and loft their luſtres, ; 

Like Doomſday, when the ſtars ſhall fall in cluſters. | 

Let fancy paint what dazzling glory grew +» 

From chryſtal gems, when Phæœbus came in view: 


Each ſhatter'd. orb ten thouſand fragments ſirews, 

And a new 1 in cv 5 6155 eus. | 
Hear 3 my bucks ! how drunken fate decreed us. 

For a nocturnal viſit to the Meadows; ; 4 | | 


And how we, val'rous champions! durſt engage— 
O deed unequalPd !—both the Bridge and cage, 
The rage of perilous winters which had ftood, 
This gainſt the wind, and that againſt the flood ; 
But what nor rain, nor flood, nor beav'n could bend e'er, 
We tumbPd down, \ my Bucks, _ made ſurrender. 


What are your far fam'd warriors to u! 
Bout whom hiſtorians make ſuch mighty fuzz : 


Poſterity may think it was uncommon, 


That Troy ſhould be &er pillig'd for a woman; 


But ours your ten years? fief s will excel, 
And juſtly be eſteem'd the nonpareil. 
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